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CHAPTER L 



' INTRODUCES DESMOND AND DULCIE. 

ON^^a summer evening, twenty years ago, 
a girl and a youth were strolling slowly 
along the strip of yellow sands which leads 
from the iierge of the Atlantic to the steep 
line of rock 'dominated by Kilpatrick 
Castle. 

The girl,'who was not more than seven- 
teen years of age, carried her hat and 
parasol in her hand : the first a serviceable 
article, little superior in form and material 
to that generally worn by the superior 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

peasants of the district ; the other a dainty 
trifle in pale blue silk, better in keeping 
with the tailor-made dress and dainty 
French shoes in which its owner was 
dressed. She had a delightfidly fair and 
fresh complexion, a little freckled by a too 
free exposure to the sun, and her dark blue 
eyes shone from under the rather disorderly 
waves of her light golden hair with an ex- 
pression of harmless audacity and frank 
gaiety eloquent of youth and health and 
innocence. 

Her companion, who might have been 
three or four years her senior, was a long- 
limbed, supple youngster of the finest 
Western Irish type. His hair, long, black 
and curly, escaped in natural ripples from 
under a battered soft felt hat, and framed 
an olive -hued fece of great strength and 
delicacy, lit by a pair of black eyes spark- 
ling with honest, boyish impudence. The 
merest shade of callow down darkened his 

upper lip. He wfs clad in rough and 
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DESMOND AND DULCIE 

rather ill-cut tweeds, stained in brown 
patches with salt water, and the collar of a 
flannel shirt, innocent of stud or necktie, 
left to view a sun-tanned, muscular throat. 
His long legs kept swinging pace with the 
tripping lightness of the girFs walk, and 
he looked down at her from his superior 
height with a mingling of admiration and 
protection very pretty to witness, and of 
which she was perhaps a shade too obvi- 
ously unconscious. 

* We shall be late for dinner,* said the 
girl, breaking the first silence which had 
fallen upon them since the beginning of 
a long day's ramble. * Uncle will be 
angry.' 

* Sorra a bit,' replied the boy. * The 
old gentleman's temper's queer at times, 
but it has to be mighty bad before he's 
angry with you. And as to being angry 
with miy sure I'm used to it. It's not 
often he's anything else.' 

* My uncle is very fond of you,' said the 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

girl, * and very kind to you — kinder than 
you deserve, most people think/ 

' Your uncle 1* repeated the boy. * Which 
of *em ?* 

* Lord Kilpatrick, of course !* 

* Indeed he is, then 1 He*s been as 
good as a father to me nearly all my 
life. I owe to him all I have and all 
I am/ 

' Tell me, Desmond,* said the girl, after 
another short interval of silence, * why 
does Lord Kilpatrick take so great an 
interest in you, and yet let you run about 
like — like a young colt? Isn't it time 
that you began to take life seriously, and to 
think of doing something ?* 

' Faith, I suppose it is,' said Desmond. 
' Fve been trying for the last six months to 
find what kind o* life Fm fit for. FU take 
to something by-and-by. As to why 
Lord Kilpatrick*s so good to me, you 
know just as much as I know myself. Lady 
Dulcie ; Mr. Peebles, that knows more of 
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DESMOND AND DULCIE 

his ways than anybody else, says 'tis to aisc 
his conscience/ 

* To ease his conscience ?* the girl re- 
peated. 

* Just that/ said Desmond. * An old 
debt he owed and never paid till my 
parents were dead. *Twas my mother 
asked him to pay it by looking after me. 
He promised, and he*s kept his word 
— more power to him.' 

* Do you remember your parents ?' 

' No. Both died before I could run 
about. They were gentlefolk, I suppose, 
or Fd not be called the Squireen, and IVe 
the true gentlemanly knack o* getting into 
scrapes. But let's talk of something else. 
Lady Dulcie ; 'tis a subject that always 
makes me sad.' 

* Why ?' asked Dulcie. 

*Why,' said Desmond, 'there's times 
when I feel like a boat on the sea, all 
alone. I've neither kith nor kin, only 
friends. You'll laugh at me, I know, but 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

there's times, when Vm by myself, I feel 
the mist rising to my eyes and the lump 
in my throat, thinking I've never known 
a father's care nor a mother's love.' 

The bright face had lost its merry im- 
pudence for the moment, and the quick, 
swinging step slackened. 

' Laugh at you !' repeated Dulcie. ' I'll 
never laugh at you for that. And / care 
for you, Desmond.' 

*And that might come to be the 
bitterest of all,' said Desmond. ' You're 
like a star in the sky above me. Lady 
Dulcie. You're a rich young lady, and 
I'm only a poor boy dependent on strangers. 
But come, now,' he continued after a short 
pause, ' I've answered your question, will 
you answer mine ? Is it true what I hear 
all about the place, that you're to marry 
Richard Conseltine ?' 

* Nonsense !' said Dulcie, flushing redly. 
I'm not going to marry anybody !' 

' Ah !' said Desmond dryly, * that's what 
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DESMOND AND DULCIE 

all the girls say, but they never mean 
it.' 

' I mean it. I think marriage is absurd. 
Don't you ?* 

' Sure I do/ responded Desmond. * But 
the priest says it's convenient, if the world 
is to continue. Tell me, now, what d'ye 
think of Master Richard ?* 

' Think of him ?' said Dulcie slowly. 
' Oh, I think — I think he's my cousin, 
and as stupid as girls' cousins always are.' 

* That's mighty hard on boys in general,' 
said Desmond laughingly, ' for they're 
mostly some girl's cousin. I may be 
myself, for all I know. But Richard's 
as fond of you as a fox of a goose — a 
duck, I mean. And that's why he hates 

* For shame, Desmond ! How has he 
ever shown that he hates you ?' 

* Shown it ? Faith, he doesn't need to 
show it. It just comes out of him like 
steam from boiling water. Much I care 

7 



LADY KILPATRICK 

for the hate or the love of the likes o* him ! 
I can run him out of breath, fight him 
out of time, gallop him out of hearing, 
swim him out of seeing, chaff him out of 
temper — and as for loving, sure if he loves 
you, rU just adore you, and so beat him 
at that as well 1' 

The girl smiled, with her face concealed 
by the brim of her sun-bonnet, and turned 
a little away from this brisk wooer, whose 
bursts of affectionate impudence were 
generally followed by long intervals of 
silence. 

* You adore too many, Desmond/ 
' Sorra one but yourself/ 

* Nonsense !* cried Dulcie. * What were 
you doing with Rosie this morning in the 
stable-yard ?' 

' I mistook her for her mistress/ said 
Desmond. 'No, sure/ he added, as the 
girl flushed a little angrily, * I don't mane 
that.' 

* I should think you didn't ** mane that I" ' 
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DESMOND AND DULCIE 

said the young lac} ' I should like to 
catch you kissing me/ 

* Vm agreeable to be caught/ returned 
the unabashable. 

*0h, you Irish boys!' cried Dulcie, 
with a transparent simulation of contempt. 
*You kiss anybody, so it's no compli- 
ment/ 

' That depends/ said Desmond. ' There's 
kissing for duty, and kissing for interest, 
and kissing for love. There's a mighty 
difference between kissing a rose and kiss- 
ing a thorn. But, after all, that's a kiss 
but a salutation ?' 

* You're a great deal too forward/ said 
Dulcie, with an almost matronly air of 
reproof. 

* Then get behind me,' responded Des- 
mond, ' and I'll go backward.' 

The battle of wit was interrupted at this 
point by the sudden appearance of a man 
at the end of the ascent leading to the 
Castle. As he approached, the young 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

couple fell apart a little, and advanced to 
meet him with a proper and respectful 
distance between them. 

* It's Blake of Blake's Hall/ said Des- 
mond, as he neared them. 

* In his usual condition of an afternoon/ 
said Dulcie. 

The man, tall and strongly built, with 
a mane of black hair and whiskers streaked 
heavily with gray, and a flushed face, was 
reeling and tacking along the narrow path. 
His hat reposed at a dangerous angle at 
the back of his head, and his waistcoat 
was open to catch the cooling breeze. 
There was an air of jolly ferocity about 
him ; but in spite of that and of the dis- 
order of his dress and the other signs of 
dissipation he carried about with him, the 
least observant person in the world would 
hardly have taken him for anything but a 
gentleman. As he came level with the 
young people he stopped in his walk and 
in the scrap of Irish song he was chanting, 
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and saluted the young lady with a wide 
and unsteady sweep of the hat. 

* Good morning. Lady Dulcie/ The 
voice, though husky, and at that moment 
a little thick with liquor, was sound and 
full and sweet, and the brogue simply 
defied phonetics to render it. * Ye*re a 
cure for sore eyes. Desmond, ye divil, 
give us your fin.* 

* You have been dining with my uncle, 
Mr. Blake ?* asked Lady Dulcie. 

* Faith, I have, then,' returned Mr. 
Blake ; * and if the company had only been 
as good as the dinner and the wine — and 
the whisky — 'tis not yet Td been after 
leaving it.* 

'And what was the matter with the 
company ?* asked Desmond. 

* It appears to me, Mr. Desmond 
Macartney,* said Blake, with portentous, 
drunken dignity — *it appears to me, sor, 
that a gentleman of the long descent and 
the high breedin* of Lord Kilpatrick might 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

have thought twice before inviting a man 
o' my blood to sit at the same table with a 
low, dirty, six-an-eight-scrapin* thief of an 
attorney. The back o* my hand and the 
sole of my foot to 'm ! the filthy reptile ! 
Tve left my mark on *m, an* Tve spoke 
my mind of him, and 'twill be a long day 
ere he forgets Patrick Blake, of Blake's 
Hall/ 

' My uncle ?' cried Lady Dulcie in a 
tone of half amaze, half question. 

* Your uncle, Lady Dulcie !' answered 
Blake. * 'Tis not in that fashion that a 
gentleman of my figure behaves to a 
gentlemian of his. 'Tis not at the head of 
a nobleman that I throw bottles, nor, sor,' 
he continued to Desmond, as if the inter- 
ruption had come from him, * 'tis not him 
rd call a dirty thief nor a filthy reptile, 
and that I'd have ye to know, sor.' 

* You've been quarrelling with somebody 
at his lordship's table ?' said Desmond. 

' I have, then ! And if Dick Consel- 
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tine and that white-livered boy of his, and 
old Peebles — may the devil fly away with 
the whole boodle of 'm — if they hadn*t 
interfered and spoilt the sport, Td have 
had the ruffian^s blood. By the lud, Td 
have smashed him like an egg !' He 
drove one powerful fist into the palm of 
the other with such force as to over- 
balance himself, and was only prevented 
by Desmond's restraining hand from coming 
to the ground. * *Tis an insult before 
Heaven ; 'tis an insult to ask a gentleman to 
put his legs under the mahogany with such 
a snake as that !' 

' You had your legs under the mahogany 
a pretty long time before you found 'twas 
an insult, from the looks of you,' said Des- 
mond dryly. ' Now, look here, Mr. Blake, 
'tis not for a boy of my years to be after 
offering lessons in politeness to a gentle- 
man of yours, but I'll just ask you to 
remember that the host whose hospitality 
you're insulting is this lady's uncle.' 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

Blake's ferocity vanished with ludicrous 
suddenness. He began to stammer 
apologies to Lady Dulcie. 

*And then, too, Mr. Blake/ continued 
Desmond, * you*d claim the right to choose 
the guests at your own table — if you had 
one/ he interpolated sotto voce ; * and Lord 
Kilpatrick, or any gentleman, has the same 
right' 

' And that's true, if the devil spoke it/ 
cried Blake. * Desmond Macartney, yeVe 
a gentleman. Ye can carry a gentleman's 
apology to a gentleman without demean- 
ing yourself. Present my apologies to his 
lordship, and tell him that Til honour 
myself by presenting them personally 
when I hear that he's got rid of his present 
company.' 

*'Tis Mr. Feagus, of Ballymote, that 
you've had the row with ?' 

* Faith then, it is, and ye can tell him 
that if he has the spunk to stand up at 
twenty paces I'll do sufficient violence to 
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my feelings as a gentleman to honour him 
by lettin* daylight into him/ 

' Nonsense, Mr. Blake/ said Desmond. 
' Men don't fight duels nowadays.* 

* No, by the saints !* cried Blake ; ' they 
stab each other with inky pens, and suck 
each other dry with lawsuits, by the help 
of such parchmint-scrapin* vermin as Jack 
Feagus. *Tis a dirty world we live in, 
Desmond, my boy, but sure that's all the 
more reason that the few decent men 
should stick together. Pm goin* on to 
Widdy Daly's shebeen, and if ye're in- 
clined for a drink at the stone cow. Til 
be proud of your company.* 

* Later, perhaps/ said Desmond. * I've 
Lady Dulcie to take care of now, you 
see.' 

* Ah !' said Blake, with a vinous smile 
at the girl, ' 'tis the best end of the stick 
that ye've got hold of, Desmond Macartney. 
Whisky's a good femiliar craythur, but 'tis 
a mighty poor substitute for the colleens. 
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LADY KILPATRICK 

Good luck to ye. Lady Dulcie, your 
obedient servant/ 

He swaggered off, his recent anger quite 
forgotten, and a moment later the quiet 
evening air rang tunably with a scrap of 
Irish song : 

* And thin he'd reply, with a wink of his eye, 
•* Arrah ! Paddy, now can't ye be aisy " ' 

'TTis a beautiful voice/ said Desmond, 
standing still to listen. * *Twould have 
been better for poor Blake, maybe, if it 
hadn't been so fine ; it's just been the ruin 
of him.' 

* The horrid old man !' said Dulcie. 
' I wonder uncle admits him to his table.' 

*Oh, sure, there's no harm in poor 
Blake !' said Desmond. * He's nobody's 
enemy but his own, and there's no better 
company in Ireland, till he gets too much 
of the whisky inside him, or sees an 
attorney.' 

* What makes him hate lawyers so ?' 
asked Dulcie. 
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* Sure he has reason/ returned the boy, 
who had all an Irishman's apparently 
innate detestation of law and its expo- 
nents. * He lost one half of his acres in 
trying to keep the other half, years ago, 
before you and I were born, and Feagus, 
who acted for him, played him false. 
That's the story, at least, and I don't find 
it hard to believe, for he's an ugly customer, 
that same Feagus.' 

They passed together through the ruined 
arch, which had been in former times the 
main point of ingress, through the outer wall 
of the Castle, the rough and ponderous 
stones of which had, in these later years of 
peace, gone to the building of stables, 
offices, and peasants' cottages. The main 
building, a huge castellated mansion with 
an aspect of great age and rugged strength, 
contrasted strongly in its air of well-kept 
prosperity with most proprietorial re- 
sidences in that part of Ireland. Skirting 
the side of the Castle, they came upon a 

17 c 



^^^*— 



LADY KILPATRICK 

garden and pleasaunce, bright with flower- 
ing plants and emerald turf, commanding 
a view of the sea, now shining with the 
glaring tints of sunset, which were reflected 
too by the bay-windows of the Castle 
fa9ade. 

A heavy-faced, sullen-looking young 
man, dressed in an ultra-fashionable dress 
suit, and strangling in a four-inch collar, 
was sprawling ungracefully on a garden 
seat with a newspaper on his knees and a 
cup of coffee on the rustic table at his 
elbow. He turned at the sound of foot- 
steps on the garden gravel, and seeing 
Dulcie, rose clumsily to his feet. 

* His lordship has been asking for you. 
Lady Dulcie/ 

' Dinner is over, I suppose ?' said Dulcie. 

'Yes, dinner is over,' said the young 
man, scowling, * and so is the fight.' 

' WeVe heard all about the fight from 
Blake. We met him on the rocks,' said 
Desmond. ^ 
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The young man took no heed of the 
remarky and did not even look at the 
speaker. 

* Fm getting pretty tired of living down 
here among these savages/ he continued to 
Lady Dulcie, with an attempt at the accent 
of a certain type of London men, a drawl 
which struggled vainly against a pro- 
nounced Dublin brogue, ' Bottles flying 
at people's heads — it isn't my style, you 
know/ 

•Sure,' said Desmond, *if we're so 
savage as all that, 'twould be a charity to 
stop here among us and civilize us. We're 
willing to learn, Mr. Richard Conseltine, 
and willing to teach the little we know.' 

The young dandy looked at him with a 
heavy insolence, in which there was a 
lurking touch of fear, but did not deign to 
address him. 

*His lordship's awPly upset. My 
father's with him, and the doctor's been 
sent for.' 

^9 



LADY KILPATRICK 

'I'll go and see him/ said Dulcie. 
' Desmond, you might go and ask Mrs. 
OTlaherty for some dinner for both of us, 
I'm as hungry as a hunter.' 

* rU follow you directly/ said Desmond 

* You'll come at once, if you please,' 
she said, with a pretty imperiousness. 
' Come !' 

They went away together, young 
Conseltine following them with a deepen- 
ing of his usual ill-bred, angry scowl. 

* The supercilious brute !' said Des- 
mond under his breath. 

* One fight a day is quite enough, 
Desmond,' whispered Lady Dulcie. 

* Fight !' said Desmond. * Much of a 
fight 'twould be. I'd ' 

* Quite so,' Dulcie interrupted him 
quietly. * I know you 'd — and as I don't 
want you to, you'll just go quietly, and 
ask to have some dinner laid for us, and 
keep out of his way for the rest of the 
evening.' • 
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LORD KILPATRICK. 



Four of our leading characters, includ- 
ing our best apology for a hero, have 
introduced themselves. All that remains 
to be explained, at least for the present, 
is that Dulcie Broadhaven, called by 
courtesy Lady Dulcie, was the youngest 
daughter of Lord Belmullet, who had 
married Lord Kilpatrick's only sister and 
left her a widow with several children and 
heavily mortgaged estates in county Mayo ; 
and that Dulcie was just then paying one 
of her annual visits to her uncle's castle in 
Sligo. Here she had struck up a friend- 
ship with young Desmond, who had for 
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years been a sort of prot^g^ of Lord Kil- 
patrick. Only in the wild west of Ireland 
are such intimacies common or even 
possible, but there, where the greater and 
the smaller gentry still meet on terms of 
free and easy equality, and where the 
vices of more civilized society are still 
unknown, they excite no comment. 

Mr. Blake's abrupt and angry departure 
from the Castle left anything but comfort- 
able feelings in the breasts of one or two 
of his late convives. Lord Kilpatrick, an 
elderly nobleman, whose originally feeble 
constitution had not been improved by 
early dissipation, and who was afflicted 
with a mysterious cardiac disorder, which 
caused him constant nervous tremors, was 
in a condition of semi-senile anger over 
Blake's violation of the sanctities of his 
dinner-table. Mr. Feagus, Blake's bete 
noire J was naturally and excusably enraged 
by the terms of unmeasured contempt in 
which the latter had addressed him. He 

22 




iT»|.i'fc. 




LORD KILPATRICK 

was almost as great a rascal as Blake 
thought him, but he had a full measure 
of the commonest of Irish virtues, brute 
courage ; and had it not been for the 
interference of my lord's brother, Mr, 
Conseltine, his son Richard, and old Mr. 
Peebles, my lord's butler, valet, general 
factotum, and tyrant, Blake might have 
had cause to regret his outrage on his 
host's hospitality. 

*The beggarly bankrupt brute!' he 
cried. * By the blood of the saints, Mr. 
Conseltine, if 'twas not for the respect 
I owe you as my lord's brother — ye used 
me ill, sir, in holding me back !' 

Conseltine, a dark man of late middle 
age, with an inscrutable face and a 
manner of unvarying suavity, poured a 
bumper of burgundy, and held it out to 
the angry attorney. 

' Drink that, Mr. Feagus- 'Tis a fine 
cure for anger. Maybe I've not used you 
so ill as you think. Mr. Peebles,' he 

23 



LADY KILPATRICK 

continued^ *you had better assist my 
brother to his room. Pray be calm^ 
my dear Henry. The disturbance is over. 
If you will permit me, I will do myself 
the pleasure of looking in on you before 
retiring.' 

His lordship, his face twitching, and his 
hands tremulous with anger, sat back in 
his chair, and pettishly brushed the old 
Scotchman's hand from his shoulder. 

*At my table!' he ejaculated angrily, 
for the sixth time. 

* Ay,' said Peebles, with a broad, 
dogmatic drawl. *Ye should keep better 
company. Come awa', my lord, come 
awa'. Ye'll get nae good by sitting there 
glowering at folk.' 

' Hold your tongue, sir !' snapped the 
nobleman. * How dare you address me in 
that fashion ?' 

* Come awa', come awa',' repeated 
Peebles gently, as one speaks to a froward 
child. * Ye'U be doing yourself a mischief.' 
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The old lord rose tremulously, and left 
the room on his servant's arm, Mr. 
Conseltine stepped rapidly forward to 
open the door, and shook his brother's 
hand as he passed from the room. Then, 
returning, he addressed Feagus, who was 
still puffing with anger, 

* Sit down, Mr. Feagus. Fill again, 
man, and wash the taste of that drunken 
blackguard out of your mouth. Yes, yes,' 
he continued, seeing Feagus about to 
speak; *he's all that you could call him, 
but he has to be endured ; he knows too 
much to be crossed.' 

* Knows ?' snorted Feagus ; ' and what 
does he know, then ?' 

Conseltine looked warily round before 
replying, and then, bending across the 
table till his face was within a foot of 
Feagus's, he said in a low voice : 

* He knows all about Moya Macartney.' 

* Moya Macartney !' echoed his son. 
* And who, pray, is Moya Macartney ?' 
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* She was a peasant girl, away down in 
Kenmare. My brother married her — z 
sham marriage — 'twas Blake that played 
priest for him, and pretended to be in 
Holy Orders/ 

* That's true!' murmured Feagus. 'And 
after — tell him what came of it !' 

*The old story, Henry grew tired of 
his plaything. One day, when the child — 
they had a child — was two years old, he 
told Moya the truth. She went on like a 
madwoman for a time, and then went 
quite cold and quiet. Henry thought 
'twas all right, and that she had accepted 
the situation; but within two hours she 
disappeared, taking the child with her, and 
for a month or two nothing was heard of 
her.' - 

* Well ?' said Dick eagerly. 

*Then,' continued Conseltine, *one 
night — z devilish cold winter's night it 
was, too — the boy was brought to my 
brother with a letter. ** Take your child," 
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the letter said, ** and as you use him may 
God use you ! You'll never hear from me 
again/* 'Twas signed *' Moya Macartney," 
and a week later her body was found on 
the sands of Kenmare Bay/ 

* A good riddance/ said Feagus. ' And 
now, Dick, guess the name of the 
child 1' 

Dick looked questioningly at his father, 
who said quietly: 

* The child is the Squireen, Desmond 
Macartney/ 

Feagus gazed sideways from under his 
ponderous brows at young Conseltine. The 
boy's sullen mask was almost as inscrutable 
as his father's smooth face, 

* Does Desmond Macartney guess that 
he's my lord's son ?' asked the yfiuth. 

' No,' said Conseltine, * A story was 
trumped up that he was the orphan son of 
people to whom my brother owed obliga- 
jtions. He's too big a fool to trouble him- 
self asking questions/ 
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' Well, then/ said Feagus, * spake out 
and let me know what 'tis ye fear/ 

* I fear my brother's weakness. He may 
leave all to this young vagabond, He*s 
been conscience - haunted about Moya 
Macartney's death ever since it happened, 
and I know that more than once he has 
made his will in favour of the Squireen. 
There's not a square yard of the estate 
entailed. He could leave it to a beggar in 
the street if he liked, and Dick would get 
nothing but the title. I'm as certain as I 
can be that he has sent for you to make a 
will; and with that old rascal Peebles 
always whispering in his ears, praising the 
bastard, and running down Dick, there's 
danger.' 

' Well ?' asked the lawyer, after a pause. 

* Well?' Conseltine's smooth voice echoed 
him. 

There was silence for a full minute, 
during which Feagus sat looking over his 
glass from father to son. 
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' Plain speech is best, Mr. Conseltine. 
Fin a friend of the family — a humble 
friend — and Yd like to see justice. Will 
ye spake straight, and say what ye'd have 
done ?' 

Conseltine smiled with half-shut eyes. 

* I thought you'd understand me/ he said 
coolly. ' Vm sure that the interests of the 
family are safe in your hands, and you 
may be sure that the family won't be un- 
grateful.* 

• Ye can trust me, sor/ said Feagus. 
* ril take care that justice is done. Ye 
needn't fear your brother's wakeness if I 
have the drawin' o' the will/ 

Conseltine nodded again. The worthy 
trio brought their glasses together with a 
light chink, and drank. 

*You see now/ continued Conseltine, 
*why Blake has to be humoured. He's 
capable of blowing on us in one of his 
drunken tantrums, and then the whole 
story would be ripped up.' Feagus nodded, 
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* Keep out of his way, Mr. Feagus, or, 
if you meet him, control your temper. 
That's all I wanted to say, and I think we 
understand each other/ 

' Fairly well/ said Feagus. 

* *Tis a pretty kettle o' fish Fm stirring,' 
he said to himself, when father and son 
had left him alone ; ^ but Til be surprised 
if I don't keep the biggest trout for my 
own share. Til help Conseltine to get the 
estates, and then FU be on his back like the 
old man o' the sea on Sinbad's. Here's 
success to virtue ! 'Tis a fine drink this, 
and 'tis not often. Jack Feagus, that ye get 
the chance of drinkin' real wine out of 
a live lord's cellar.* 

Lord Kilpatrick had meanwhile been 
conducted to the drawing-room by the 
faithful, though outwardly unsympathetic, 
Peebles. Sitting at the open oriel window 
in a high-backed antique chair, he drew 
in the soft evening air with tremulous 
gulps. His face, which in youth and man- 

30 




LORD KILPATRICK 

hood had been singularly handsome, was 
drawn with pain and pettish anger, and 
wore that peculiar gray tinge so often seen 
in the complexions of people afflicted with 
diseases of the heart. His long, waxen 
fingers drummed irritably on the arm-pieces 
of his chair, so that the rings with which 
they were decorated cast out coruscations 
of coloured light. 

Peebles, a long, dry Scotchman, who 
but for his white hair might have been of 
any age from thirty-five to eighty, long in 
leg and arm, long in the back, long in the 
nose and upper-lip, shrewd of eye, dry and 
deliberate in action, moved soundlessly 
about the room until summoned by his 
master's voice. 

' Peebles !' 

* My lord ?' 

* How do I look ? No flattery, now. 
Speak out.' 

* Much flattery ye'll get frae me, or ever 
did,* muttered Peebles, taking his stand 
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before the invalid, and scrutinizing him 
with a cast-iron countenance of no name- 
able expression. 

'Well, Peebles, well! How do I 
look?' 

* My lord/ said Peebles, after another 
thirty seconds* inspection, *you look as 
green as grass and as sick as peasemeal !' 

* Nonsense ! Pooh ! Rubbish !' Each 
word shot out of his lordship's mouth like 
a bullet. * I never felt better.' 

* Ye never looked worse,' said Peebles. 

' God bless my soul !' said his lordship. 
' It must be those damn'd globules that 
Clarke is giving me. They're ruining my 
liver — actually ruining it Infernal idiots 
of doctors !' His fingers moved faster. 
* Go away, Peebles, go away !' 

Peebles retired into the background, and 
stood scraping his lantern jaws with his 
right hand. 

* Peebles I' said the old gentleman pre- 
sently. 
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' My lord ?* 

' You don't think- 



— ' Lord Kilpatrick 
paused^ hem'd^ and finally shot the ques- 
tion out of himself with a suddenness 
which showed how strong a repugnance 
he had to conquer before he could ask it — 
* you don't think Fm going to die f* 

* Ye don't suppose ye're immortal^ do 
ye ?' asked the unbending servitor, 

* Of course not ! Confound you for an 
unfeeling blockhead !' cried his master. 
*Give me your advice — tell me what 
to do/ 

* Fm to prescribe for ye ?' asked Peebles, 
looking, as he stood outlined against the 
oblong of white sky seen through the 
window, like the silhouette of some curious 
species of parrot. 

* If you can T 

* What else have I been doing this last 
nineteen years/ asked Peebles, *but pre- 
scribing the one sure remedy ye winna 
tak'? My lord, your disease is pride. 
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Try the black draught of humility and 
the blue pill of atonement !' 

' What the devil are you talking about ?' 
asked his lordship, looking angrily at his 
servant, w^ho returned his gaze quite un- 
moved. 

* Ye know^ weel w^hat I'm talkin' aboot,' 
he returned, w^ith no quickening of his 
usual deliberate draw^l. 'Acknowledge 
your child, Lord Kilpatrick, and thank 
God humbly on your knees for such a son 
to bless your declining years.' 

* By Heaven !' cried his lordship, sitting 
up in his chair, 'you — you — howr dare 
you trifle w^ith me ?' The gray shade 
deepened on his face, his trembling hands 
were pressed against his heart. ' I have 
done my uttermost. I have provided for 
the boy. I have looked after his welfare 
—can a man do more ?' 

* Ay, he can ! Desmond Macartney is 
your flesh and blood. Acknowledge him 
before the world — it's all the atone- 
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ment ye can make to the poor lass that's 
gone/ 

' She was not my wife !' 

* Ay was she,' returned Peebles, * in 
the sight o' God !' 

His lordship struggled up in his seat 
with an oath. 

' That's enough ! You are out of my 
service, Peebles, from this moment — I dis- 
charge you !' 

' I'm agreeable,' said Peebles, with un- 
moved calm. 

' And without a character — mind that !' 

* Character, is it ?' said the dour old 
Scot. * If ever I need one, I'll gang till a 
God-fearing man, and no' till your father's 
son. Good-aftemoon to your lordship.' 

Peebles had reached the door when his 
lordship's voice arrested him : 

* Stay — stay ! I — ha ! — I command you !' 

* Too late !' said Peebles coolly. * I'm 
no longer at your lordship's orders — I'm 
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* Nonsense !* said Kilpatrick. ' Why do 
you provoke me, Peebles ? I have been a 
good master to you — a forbearing master. 
If we parted I should — I should miss you/ 

*No doot o* that/ returned Peebles, 
smiling. * Dismiss me, and ye dismiss your 
conscience. Dismiss me, and the Deil 
has ye, tooth and nail/ 

His lordship laughed, but with no aspect 
of enjoyment. 

* You're an assuming old scoundrel, 
Peebles. My conscience ? Gad ! — my 
conscience, indeed !' 

' Ay, and your conscience says, " Make 
amends to your own begotten son, the bairn 
of the puir lass who died for your sake, 
and who loved ye, Lord Kilpatrick.'' ' 

The old lord's head sank upon his 
breast ; his eyes were diqi with a sudden 
moisture, 

' I loved her^ Peebles — I loved her !' 

* And yet ye played that deil's trick on 
her, with the aid o' yon scoundrel Blake.' 
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' How could I marry one so much my 
inferior ?' asked Kilpatrick tremulously, 
* And yet there arc moments when I think 
that if — if she had not — if she had had a 
little more patience, I might have done it. 
There, there,' he continued, with his usual 
testiness, * let it sleep. Don't talk about it. 
As for Desmond, I have brought him up 
almost like my own son and heir. He has 
wanted nothing — he shall never want. I 
shall provide for him in my will.' 

* Grandly, no doot,' said Peebles, with 
the abrupt snort which was his laugh, 
' with Mr. Conseltine at your lug, pleading 
for that smug-faced imp, his son.' 

* Desmond shan't be forgotten,' said 
Kilpatrick. * Nothing on earth shall make 
me forget Desmond.' 

* There's just a chance,' said Peebles, 
after an interval of silence, scraping at his 
chin — * there's just a chance that Desmond, 
when he kens ye're his father, will refuse 
to tak' a shilling o' your money. I know 
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the lad, for isn't he like the child o' my 
ain old age — haven't I watched over him 
and seen him grow — haven't I had daily 
to lie to him, and tell him that he has 
neither father nor mother, but only a kind 
friend who knew them both — and haven't 
I heard his voice break when he has asked 
of his dead mother ? Man alive !' he con- 
tinued, in answer to Kilpatrick's stricken 
look, *do your duty — acknowledge your 
son before the world ! If anything can 
get ye a free pass through the gates of 
heaven, it will be a deed like that !' 

' Gad !' said Kilpatrick, * I've a mind to 
do it, if only to spite my brother Dick, 
Peebles, do you think I'm a fool? Do 
you think I don't know Dick Conseltine ? 
He's looking forward to my funeral. He 
wants the estate for young spindleshanks, 
my nephew. Suppose I showed him a 
trick worth two of that, eh ? Ha, ha !' 

His lordship's rather spiteful chuckle 
was cut short by a rap at the door. 
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Peebles opened it, and Mr. Conseltine 
appeared, 

* My dear Henry/ he said, advancing 
solicitously, * I trust you are better ?' 

* Yes, yes,' said Kilpatrick uneasily ; 
* but ' 

* In that case,' said Conseltine, smoothly 
interrupting him, * may I talk to you 
privately for a few minutes ?' 

* If you desire,' said his brother. * Don't 
go, Peebles. Never mind Peebles, Dick. 
He's my conscience, my — my a/ter ego — 
eh, Peebles ?' 

* As it is a family matter,' said Consel- 
tine, ' I would prefer ' 

' Peebles is one of the family,' said 
his lordship ; * I've no secrets from 
him/ 

* Very good,' said Conseltine, suffering 
no shade of annoyance to cloud his smooth 
face. * Mr. Peebles doubtless agrees with 
me that you exaggerate the gravity of your 
condition, and that, unless you specially 
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desire it, the drawing up of a new will 
can be postponed. In the will already 
placed in my possession you, as is natural, 
devise the bulk of your estate to your 
next-of-kin. Do I understand that you 
desire to alter or modify that arrange- 
ment ?* 

His lordship, nervously interlacing his 
fingers, glanced at Peebles, 

* Tell your brother the truth, my lord. 
Tell him ye wish to leave the estates to 
your own begotten son/ 

* My brother has no son, Mr. Peebles,' 
said Conseltine sternly. 

* Ay has he,' said Peebles — * Desmond 
Macartney.' 

*The fruit of a foolish liaison with a 
peasant. My dear Henry ' 

* Peebles is right, Dick,' said Kilpatrick. 
' Desmond should be my heir.' 

* My dear Henry !' said Conseltine, * you 
must surely be mad. Proclaim your folly 
to the world ! Acknowledge a waif and 
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Stray as your flesh and blood ! It is simply 
midsummer madness 1 Thank God, what- 
ever you do with any portion of your 
personal possessions, you can't pass your 
patrimonial title to one born out of wed- 
lock/ 

Kilpatrick looked from his brother to 
Peebles, and back again, interlacing his 
fingers and dragging them apart. 

' Faith,* he said, ' that's true, that's 
true, Peebles. The title must go to my 
next-of-kin. It must go. There's no 
help for it, and the title, with nothing to 
support it ! eh ? You must see that, 
Peebles. Gad, I'm sorry — I'm devilish 
sorry !' He rose. ' Never mind, Peebles, 
Desmond shan't be forgotten. Trust me, 
he shan't be forgotten.' 

Conseltine offered him his arm, and he 
took it with a glance at his servant. 

* Ay, my lord,' said Peebles, with an 
immovable face. Mean on your brother. 
It's good to have loving kith and kin.' 
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Voices and laughter were heard from 
the landing without, and a moment later 
Dulcie, with Desmond at her heels, 
entered the room. 
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His lordship welcomed the appearance of 
the two young people as a relief from the 
further discussion of a painful topic. 

* So, young madam/ he said to Dulcie, 
pinching her ear, * youVe come back ! 
And where have you been all the after- 
noon ?* 

' On the sands/ aid Dulcie. * YouVe 
not angry with me, are you ?' she asked, 
kissing him in a coaxing fashion, for the 
tone in which he had spoken was a little 
sharp. * I was so sorry to hear that you 
had been upset.* 

* It wouldn't have happened if you had 
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been at the table/ said Kilpatrick. ' I 
suppose I have to thank yoUy sir/ he con- 
tinued to Desmond, ' for her absence ? 
You're pretty spectacles, the pair of you/ 
he went on, looking at the disordered 
dresses, flushed faces and untidy hair of the 
young couple. ' YouVe been up to some 
mischief, I suppose ?' 

' Not this time,* said Desmond, smiling. 

' Hold your tongue, boy !' snapped his 
lordship, with sudden and inexplicable ill- 
temper. ' Don't bandy words with me — 
hold your tongue !' 

* Yes, sir,' said Desmond. 

' Can't you find something better to do 
than to go wandering about the place, 
mixing with all the loafers and black- 
guards in the county ? Can't you speak ? 
You can chatter fast enough when you're 
not asked to/ 

* You told me to hold my tongue, sir,' 
said Desmond, falling back on Irish pre- 
varication and broadening his brogue. 
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' I shall have to take some order with 
you, sir/ said Kilpatrick. ' Come to my 
study to-morrow after breakfast. It's time 
you were doing something — time you 
began to think of — of your future. There, 
there,* he continued, patting Desmond's 
shoulder, ^Fm not angry with you, my boy. 
Fve been upset, and in my state of health 
the least thing excites me — ^ask Peebles.' 

* Ay,' said the Scot, * that's true — ^you've 
a troublesome temper.' 

* Never mind,' said Dulcie ; ' we'll coddle 
you up and comfort you. I'll play a game 
of backgammon with you, and if that 
doesn't cure you, I'll send over to Gal way 
for mamma.' 

* For your mother !' cried Kilpatrick. 

* My sister Matilda !' 

' She's a <M>ital nurse,' said Dulcie. 

* She'll set )roli right in a jiffy — as Des- 
mond would say.' The bit of slang passed 
unnoticed by his lordship in his terror at 
the suggestion it conveyed. 
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' Good heavens, child ! Matilda will 
be praying over me day and night. I'm 
not quite so bad as that — I won't be prayed 
over ; but for this little cardiac weakness, 
I'm in excellent condition. Ask Peebles. 
There, there, go and get your dinner, and 
take Desmond with you.' 

*I shall come back afterwards,' said 
Dulcie. 

* Yes, yes !' said her uncle. * Come 
back by-and-by and give me my game of 
backgammon.' 

* I met Mr. Blake on the road, sir,' said 
Desmond. ' He asked me to deliver a 
message to your lordship.' 

'Well,' snapped Kilpatrick, 'what has 
the drunken brute to say to me ?' 

* Just to apologize for what he did and 
said this afternoon/ 

' His repentance is mighty sudden,' said 
Kilpatrick. 

'He didn't repent at all till Des- 
mond talked to him,' said Dulcie, glad to 
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get in a word in favour of her sweet- 
heart. 

* So youVe been giving Blake a lesson in 
manners, eh ?' said the old man. ' And 
what did you say to him, and how did he 
take it?' 

Desmond recounted the interview. 

* He took it like mother's milk, sir. 
Sure he knew he was in the wrong. He's 
not a bad fellow, if you know how to 
humour him.' 

Peebles coughed behind his hand a 
dubious note, and Kilpatrick, catching the 
old man's eye, said with something of his 
former testiness : 

* Well, well, that will do — go and eat 
your dinner. Peebles, wait on Lady 
Dulcie.' 

The two young people and the old 
servitor left the room together, and 
Kilpatrick, sinking back into the seat he 
had quitted, sat for some time plunged in 
silent thought. Conseltine, leaning against 
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the high, old-fashioned mantelpiece, took 
advantage of the shadow with which the 
room was filled, and of his brother's 
abstraction, to watch him narrowly. The 
old lord sighed once or twice, and gave 
one or two movements of impatience, 
and once the sound of a broken murmur 
reached Conseltine's ear, in which he 
distinguished only the word * Moya/ 

' Dick,* said Kilpatrick, suddenly turning 
towards him, * I must provide at once for 
Desmond — I simply must do it — I should 
be a cad if I didn't/ 

The intently watchful look which 
Conseltine's face had worn was replaced 
by his general expression of suavity as he 
came forward into the ray of light which 
was yet coming through the great oriel 
window, 

* My dear Henry,* he said smoothly, 
* you are perfectly right. 'Tis the dictate 
of nature and justice — it does you credit/ 

Kilpatrick, who was anything but a 
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fool, looked at his brother with a curious, 
quick, questioning glance. Conseltine 
replied to it as if to a speech. 

'I know, my dear Henry, I know! 
YouVe been thinking me grasping, and 
avaricious, and heartless, all this time, 
now, haven't you ? And why ? Just 
because Fve felt it my duty, as your brother 
and Richard's father, to safeguard the in- 
terests of the family. The title goes to 
Richard, anyhow ; and 'tis but common- 
sense, as you said just now yourself, that the 
bulk of the property should go with it. 
Tis mighty little I can leave him, and a 
lord without soil to his foot or a guinea in 
his pocket would be a queer spectacle, 
wouldn't he ? 'Tis not Lord Kilpatrick, 
anyhow, that shall be seen in that pre- 
dicament ; but you can provide for Des- 
mond, too. You can give him all he has 
a right to expect, and still leave enough 
for Richard.' 

The argument was unanswerable, the 
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'WflflWftir sMidI voice with which it was put 
>N<?f«^ $uaive» persuasive, honest; but Kil- 
[W*rick*$ only answer was to shoot another 
^|Wck» questioning glance at his brother's 
Iwiw, and to tap the carpet with his foot. 

* What would you call a proper pro- 
vision?' he asked, after an interval of 
silence. 

* Give the boy a profession, and — well, 
some hundreds a year. He's bright and 
clever, and with that income, and a calling 
in his fingers, if he can't make his way 
in the world, 'tis a pity.' 

* A profession !' said Kilpatrick musingly. 
*I don't know what the boy's fit for, 
unless it's for a soldier or a sailor.' 

* Bad pay and poor prospects,' said 
Conseltine. * Why not the Church ?' 

His lordship went oflT into a sudden 
cackle of laughter. 

* The Church ! Fancy Desmond a 
priest ! Faith, 'twould be a pretty parish 
that he had charge of !' 
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* The bar ?' suggested his brother. 

* No ; Desmond hates lawyers almost as 
much as Blake himself — it's in the blood, 
I suppose — Fm none too fond of them 
myself. I'll think it over, Dick, I'll think 
it over; don't bother me about it any 
more at present. Nothing shall be done 
without your knowledge and — without 
your knowledge, at all events.' 

* You are tired ?' asked Conseltine. 

* Yes, tired to death.' 

' Well, I'll leave you to yourself. Good- 
night ; sleep well, and you'll be as sound 
as a trout in the morning. I'll send up 
Peebles to help you to undress.' 

He went; and Kilpatrick, rising from 
his seat, began to pace the room from end 
to end among the gathering shadows. 

* What the devil makes Dick Conseltine 
so tender all of a sudden ?' he asked him- 
self. * Dictate of nature and justice, indeed ! 
He hates the boy like poison, that I'm 
sure of I can see it in his eye, sly and 
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smooth as he is, every time he looks at 
him ; and so does that bull-headed young 
fool, his son. It's natural, I suppose. 
Faith, then, one sees the hatred that 
money breeds — brother hating brother, 
father hating son, son father ; the mean- 
ness, lying, ingratitude, intriguing ; I'd 
rather be the poorest peasant on my estate, 
rd rather be Desmond, poor boy; he 
knows his friends, at least. Nobody 
cajoles and flatters him.' 

He fell silent again, and paced the room 
with a slower step. 

* Poor Moya ! Gad ! how it all comes 
back to me! If she had been only a 
little more of a lady, just a shade more 
possible as my wife ! She was a lady 
in heart and feeling; the truest I ever 
met, I think. I threw away a jewel 
when I cast her off — nineteen years ago. 

* Nineteen years ago this month, and it 
is all as clear and vivid as if it had hap- 
pened yesterday. Poor girl! I can see 
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her face now as it was when I broke the 
secret to her. It will haunt me till I die, 
and after, if all tales are true. I was a 
scoundrel ! It was a vile business. There 
are moments when I think Peebles is 
right : that it is my plain duty to let family 
considerations slide, own the boy, and leave 
him all. It wrings my heart to see him, 
handsome, manly, courageous, loved by 
everybody — my son ! my own son ! — and 
then look at that long-shanked cub of 
Dick's, and think that he, Desmond, is 
worth a million of him, worth a planetful 
of the stupid, ugly cur. How like his 
mother he is ! Sometimes he frightens 
me ; it is as if the dead came out of the 
grave to accuse me.' 

He paused in his walk, and looked 
round the darkened chamber as if he feared 
an actual hidden presence there; then he 
walked to his desk, struck a match, and 
applied it to the wick of a small shaded 
reading-lamp ; then, stealthily, and with 
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UK>rc than one glance over his shoulder, he 
unlocked the desk, touched a spring, and 
drew from a secret drawer a scrap of paper 
and a miniature portrait. It was to the 
paper he gave his first attention. The 
writing, originally bold and heavy, had 
laded to a ^nt rusty red, the paper was 
stained and spotted. 'Take your child,' 
he read falteringly ; ' and as you use him 
may God use you.' He sat staring at the 
flame of the lamp, blurred by the mist of 
gathering tears. 

* As you use him, may God use 
you,' he repeated half aloud. * Fll do my 
duty by the boy — I must! Before God, 
if Moya were alive! — No, even that 
wouldn't mend matters — it wouldn't even 
mend her broken heart. It was not that 
she wasn't my lady — not that her vanity 
was wounded — it was the treachery ! She 
loved me — she thought me an honest man. 
It was her pride in me that was broken. 
Ciod forgive me ! I acted like a villain !' 
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He took up the portrait and bent his 
eyes upon it with a long, regretful gaze. 
It was the work of a true artist, who had 
caught and reproduced with actual fidelity 
the features and expression of the proud 
and tender girl Kilpatrick had betrayed. 
The bright, gay face, instinct with youth 
and happiness, beamed fi^om the picture ; 
the sensitive lips seemed almost to tremble 
as the world-worn old man gazed at them. 
The dress was that of the better class of 
an Irish peasant of twenty years ago ; but 
the hand which held the shawl about the 
throat wore jewelled rings. 

* She sent back the rings — every scrap 
and every rag I'd ever given her,' said 
Kilpatrick. They lay in the secret drawer, 
and rattled as his blanched fingers drew 
them forth. * She wouldn't wear the 
dress Fd given her when she had this 
taken. ** Let me be as I was when you 
first knew me, when the great lord wasn't 
ashamed to tell the poor girl he loved her. 
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With a sudden passionate gesture of 
love and remorse, he carried the picture to 
his lips. 

* My lord !* said a voice so startlingly 
close that it seemed to be at his very ear. 
Kilpatrick turned with a start and beheld 
a dim form standing in the shadow of the 
door. 

* Confound you!' he said. *Who is it?* 

* Just Peebles/ said that worthy with his 
usual slow Scotch drawl. 

* Confound you/ said his lordship again, 
'why didn't you knock ?' 

' I knocked twice,' said Peebles, * and 
got nae answer. Mr. Conseltine told me 
ye needed me.' 

Kilpatrick dropped the letter and the 
miniature back into the desk and closed 
and locked it before speaking again. 

* Is Feagus still below ?' 

* Ay,' said Peebles. . * He's drinking 
with Mr. Conseltine and Mr. Richard. 
He's just as drunk as a lord — begging your 
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lordship's pardon. It's an old proverb, 
and like the most o' proverbs, it has its 
exceptions/ 

* Drunk, eh ?' said his lordship musingly. 

* Verra drunk !' said Peebles. * It's 
seldom he gets such liquor as comes out 
o' your cellar, my lord.' 

* I suppose so,' said Kilpatrick absently ; 
* I suppose so. Well, you can help me 
to undress, Peebles, and then you can tell 
Mr. Feagus — you can tell him — tell him 
I'll write him regarding the business I 
have in hand.' 

Peebles, his face hidden in the darkness 
which surrounded the little circle of light 
cast by the reading-lamp, smiled sourly. 

* Verra weel, my lord,' he said; and 
Kilpatrick, rising, accepted his arm as a 
support to his bedroom. 

Half an hour later Peebles descended 
to the dining-room, where he found Mr. 
Feagus with his head on the table and one 
arm curled lovingly round an empty bottle. 
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It took some trouble to rouse him, and 
even when awakened he was for a time 
oblivious of his surroundings. At last, 
dimly defining the figure of Peebles, he 
took him for Blake, and rising with a sort 
of paralytic alertness, bade the old man 
stand upon his defence. Peebles, from a 
safe distance, proclaimed his identity ; 
thereupon the lawyer, relinquishing his 
pugnacious ardour, wept copiously, and 
would have embraced him. 

* Gang hame — gang hame, now !' said 
Peebles, repulsing him ; thereupon Mr. 
Feagus's tears ran faster. * My lord will 
send for ye if he should hae need o* 
ye; 

* You*ll come and have a drink with 
me, just for the sake of old times, Mr. 
Peebles ?' said Feagus. 

* YeVe had drink enough,' said Peebles ; 
^ gang hame !' and bundled him through 
the French window opening on the lawn. 
Finding himself in the open air, Feagus 
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made straight by instinct for the high 
road. Peebles stood at the window watch- 
ing him tacking and reeling along the 
path until he had passed out of sight, and 
was about to return and close the window, 
when he heard a voice hailing him — 
' Misther Paybles ! Misther Paybles !' 
Peering into the darkness, he made out a 
dim form approaching him. 
'Who is it ?' he asked. 

* *Tis me, sure — Larry.* 

Peebles recognised the lad, a henchman 
of Desmond's, a village loafer, generally to 
be found in the company either of the 
Squireen or of Lady Dulcie's maid, Rosie. 

* Weel, Larry ! What hae ye there r 

* 'Tis a letther !' panted Larry. 

* For my lord ?' 

* No, 'tis for yourself.' 

* And where did ye get it ?' 

* I met a poor woman at the foot o' the 
hill, and she asked me if I knew one 
Misther Paybles. " Sure I do," says L 
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•* Then," ses she, " will ye earn the blessin' 
on a poor craythur by givin* this into his 
own hand ?" ** I will," ses I — and here 
I am/ 

Peebles accepted the scrap of paper 
Larry held out to him, and walking to the 
chimneypiece, read it by the light of the 
lamp : * One who comes from Kenmare, 
and who knew Moya Macartney' — he 
started, but, remembering Larry's presence, 
controlled himself and read on — * would 
like to speak with him who was the best 
of friends to that poor colleen before she 
died. Will you meet the writer at ten to- 
morrow night in the churchyard by the 
lake-side and hear her message, for poor 
Moya's sake ?' 

Peebles stood silent for a moment, the 
paper shaking in his fingers- 

* Who gave ye this, did ye say ?' he 
asked. 

* A stranger,' said Larry. * She said 
there was no answer.' 
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* Verra weel/ said Peebles, in a tone as 
near commonplace as he could make it. 
* ril attend to it/ Larry saluted and 
vanished. 

Left alone, Peebles mused : 

* What's the meaning of this ? What 
mystery's here ? A droll kind o' message, 
and a droll kind o' place for an appoint- 
ment, ahd a droll hour o' the night for a 
respectable man to be gadding about a 
kirkyard. Weel, weel ! Maybe it's one 
of Moya's kin anxious to hear news aboot 
the bairn. Be she friend or foe, angel or 
deil, ril be there.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A SURPRISE FOR DESMOND, 

Mr. Richard Conseltine, junior, was 
not a young man of brilliant parts, but, 
like most intellectually slow people, he 
made up for the paucity of his ideas by 
the intensity with which he dwelt on 
those he possessed. He had made up his 
mind quite easily and naturally that his 
uncle's belongings should come to him in 
their entirety along with the title. He had 
grown to early manhood in the unques- 
tioning belief that such would be the case. 
But now, to his amazement, he had 
learned of the real relationship existing 
between his uncle and the Squireen. Up to 
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that moment, Mr. Conseltine had thought 
it well to keep the knowledge from his 
son. 

The two boys had hated each other, 
almost at first sight, with a quiet instinc- 
tive ferocity as of cat and dog. In his 
sullen grudging fashion Richard detested 
all who were not subservient to his wishes 
and interests, and especially hated anybody 
who was his superior in matters in which 
he most desired to excel. Desmond^ as 
bright and quick as he himself was lumpish 
and dull, compared with him to his disad- 
vantage at every turn. The poor Squireen, 
who owned not a single acre of soil, and 
was dependent upon Richard's uncle for his 
daily bread, for the clothes he wore, was 
the idol of the district. Mr. Richard 
Conseltine, the independent young gentle- 
man of birth and means, was everywhere 
tacitly, and not unfrequently overtly, set 
at naught. In those exercises which are 
popular in all rural districts, and especially 
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among the sport-loving people of Ireland, 
Desmond was easily Richard's master. 
He was the best shot, rider, angler, 
boxer, dancer, and fly-fisherman of his 
years in the county. He was handsome 
in person, and had with all women, young 
or old, that serene and beautiful assurance 
which of all masculine qualities recom- 
mends itself most instantly to the feminine 
heart. 

All women loved him, and did their 
best to spoil him. Every man and boy 
on the estate was his willing servant and 
accomplice in the freaks and frolics and 
breaches of discipline in which he de- 
lighted, confident that the simple excuse, 
* 'Twas the Squireen that asked me,' would 
be quite sufiicient to calm the wrath of my 
lord or his agent, or even of the dreaded 
Mr. Peebles, before whom, it was popularly 
believed, even his lordship trembled. 

Richard could not but contrast this 
willing and eager service with the frigid 
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obedience which was paid to him as the 
future owner of the soil. Had he been 
other than he was, he might have found a 
lesson in the contrast, and have penetrated 
the simple secret of Desmond's popularity, 
which lay more in his sunny good-temper, 
his quick sympathy, his courage and 
generosity, than in the physical superiorities 
which so galled his cousin's envious mind. 

Ideas, it has been said, were not common 
with Richard, but the evening of the 
events just recorded was made additionally 
memorable to him by the implanting of a 
new one in his mind. He had happened 
to pass on the terrace below the open 
window of the drawing-room during the 
conversation held between Lord Kilpatrick 
and the faithful Peebles. The window 
was open, and the calm evening air had 
brought one single utterance of the old 
servant's distinctly to his ears. 

* There's just a chance,' the deliberate 
Scotch voice had said, *that Desmond, 
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when he kens ye're his father, will refuse 
to tak* a shilling o* your money.' 

Now, the moment Richard was made 
aware of Desmond's illegitimacy, the secret 
began to tremble at his lips. He longed 
to dash the insolent triumph of the name- 
less adventurer who diminished his chances 
of succession, and by every morsel he ate 
seemed to lessen the future possessions 
of the rightful heir. He was only re- 
strained from insulting Desmond on the 
score of his birth by his father's strenuous 
assurance that to touch on that matter 
might be to lose his uncle's favour at once 
and for ever. Conseltine senior had im- 
pressed that belief on him very forcibly. 
Richard rolled the sweet morsel of in- 
solence round his tongue a score of times, 
with a rich anticipation of the time when 
it should be safe to humiliate his adversary 
by full publicity. 

Peebles' words came to him as a verit- 
able revelation. For just a minute th^ 
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solution of the whole difficulty, so long 
sought, so ardently desired, seemed almost 
ludicrously easy. He had only to acquaint 
the Squireen with the truth in order to 
secure the even greater and much more 
solid pleasure of inheriting his uncle's 
estate. Then a doubt came and chilled 
him. We are all apt to fancy that our 
neighbour's conduct in any given condi- 
tions will closely resemble our own con- 
duct under like circumstances. Richard 
knew, and — ^no criminal being ashamed of 
his own instincts— confessed to himself 
quite openly and with no embarrassment, 
that if he, in Desmond's place, had learned 
the secret of his birth, the effects of the 
knowledge would certainly not be those 
foreshadowed by Peebles. Rather the 
contrary ! The stain on his name would 
have been an added claim on the generosity 
of the father who had so wronged him. 
Still, a fiery-tempered fool like Desmond 
might think difierently. Peebles' words 
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Stuck in his mind, and returned during the 
night with a constant reiteration, keeping 
sleep at arm's length. Again and again 
his clumsy imagination tried to realize the 
effects of the betrayal of the secret, until 
he determined to take the trouble to his 
hthcT, and consult with him as to the best 
fine of conduct to be followed. 

He descended to the breakfast-table to 
find my lord and his father seated together 
there, attended by Peebles, but neither 
Desmond nor Dulcie was present. In 
answer to a remark on their absence from 
Kilpatrick, Peebles deposed to having 
heard them laughing and talking on the 
lawn at least three hours earlier, and sug- 
gested that they had gone on one of their 
eternal excursions. Breakfast was almost 
over when they appeared, flushed and 
radiant Kilpatrick had shown some testi- 
ness in remarking their absence, but Dulcie's 
good -morning kiss had quite dissipated 
his gloom, and he listened with a good- 
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tempered smile to their chatter about the 
morning's adventm'es. 

* Don't forget to come to the study, 
Desmond/ he said, as he rose and passed 
out on to the terrace with his newspaper. 

* All right, sir,' said Desmond. 
Conseltine also withdrew, leaving the 

three young people together, Richard 
sitting apart, and scowling angrily at 
Dulcie and her companion, who ignored 
his presence completely. 

* Dulcie,' he said suddenly, * won't you 
come into the drawing-room and teach 
me that song ? You promised, you 
know.* 

*Not now,' said the girl, ^I'm busy. 
I've got to go and look out my fishing- 
tackle.' 

* Are you going fishing ?' asked Richard. 

* Yes,' said Desmond ; * she's going with 
me.' 

' I wasn't addressing you,' said Richard. 

* Thank you for the honour you do me 
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ki not addressing me!' said Desmond 
quietly. 

There was something in Richard's 
manner which the lad could not define^ 
something more than usually insolent and 
offensive. 

^I really thinks Dulcie/ said Richard^ 
^that you might give us a little of your 
company now and then, instead of running 
all over the county like a madcap with all 
the tatterdemalions in the village. I wish 
we were back in Dublin, with civilized 
people about us.' 

'Really^ Mr. Conseltine/ said Dulcie 
quietly, but with a manner which marked 
her sense of the side-sneer at Desmond, 
^I can choose my society without your 
assistance.' 

The lowering look which always rested 
on Richard's heavy features deepened. 

* No, you can't,' he said roughly; * or, at 
all events, you don't. You're getting your- 
self talked about all over the county, 
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wandering about like a girl off the hillside 
with any vagabond who * 

*I beg your pardon/ interrupted Des- 
mond, with great smoothness of manner, 
but with a dangerous glitter in his eyes, 
*but civility costs nothing, Mr. Richard. 
Were you alluding to me at all ?' 

*Well/ said Richard, trying hard to 
revert to his usual manner of heavy inso- 
lence, but speaking angrily, ^ and what if I 
was ?* 

* Why ' returned Desmond, rising. 

* Don't be afraid. Lady Dulcie,rm not going 
to quarrel. If Fve said or done anything 
to give offence to this kind, civil-spoken, 
amiable young gentleman, I'm willing and 
anxious to apologize. What's my offence, 
sir?' 

^ You hang too much about the Castle,' 
said Richard. ^I know his lordship en- 
courages you, but you ought to know better 
than to presume on his good-nature.' 

* Don't you think,' said Desmond quietly, 
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* that you might leave his lordship to say 

that ?' 

* You're not fit company for my cousin/ 

cried Richard hotly. 

Dulcie rose with an exclamation of anger, 
but Desmond laid his hand upon her arm, 
and she remained silent. 

* And don't you think/ continued Des- 
mond again, ^ that you might leave that for 
your cousin to say? She hasn't said it yet* 

* Said it !' cried Dulcie, in a white heat 
of anger ; * why should I say it ? A gentle- 
man is fit company for anybody.' 

* A gentleman V sneered Richard. * A 
gentleman ! Yes, but you should be able 
to tell the diflFerence between the real 
article and the counterfeit.' 

* Oh !' said Desmond, quietly still, but 
with more keenly glittering eyes and a 
pulsating voice. * And I suppose Fm the 
counterfeit ? Is that what you mean ?' 

*That IS just what I mean/ returned 
Richard. 
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' Then/ said Desmond, * if Lady Dulcie 
will do us the honour to leave us to our- 
selves, or if you'll kindly step out on the 
lawn, the counterfeit will give the real 
article a taste of his quality.* 

* Desmond !* cried Dulcie. 

'All right. Lady Dulcie,* said Desmond, 
soothing her with his hand, and keeping 
his eye on Richard's face. 

The girl let the endearing tone and 
action pass unregarded. They stung Richard 
to fury. 

* You beggar 1* he cried. 

Desmond made a step towards him ; 
Dulcie clung to him, beseeching him to 
be quiet. 

* Don't be alarmed, now,* said Desmond, 
with his Irish blood dancing in his veins, 
and his heart all aglow with love of battle. 
*We*re only going to have a small civil 
kind of a fight, just to see how real 
he is!* 

Peebles, who had entered the room un- 
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observed, overheard these last words, and 
came between the combatants. 

'Master Desmond/ he said, 'Vm surprised 
at ye. Yell no' disgrace his lordship's 
house by brawling in it, as if ye were in 
a tap-room or a hillside shebeen ?' 

* Stand out of the way, if you please, Mr. 
Peebles,' said Desmond. 

' That rU no' do,' returned the old Scot. 
* Ye'll just be a sensible lad, as I've always 
thought ye, and tell me what's the trouble. 
You're the calmest. Master Richard — 
what's a' the steer aboot ?' 

^ I warned that ruffian,' said Richard, * to 
avoid my company. He retaliated, as you 
see, and * 

* You insulted him cruelly !' cried Dulcie, 
with a heaving breast, and a glitter of tears 
in her soft eyes. * Never mind him, Des- 
mond — come away !' 

* Insult AimT cried Richard. Peebles' 
presence, and the near neighbourhood of 
his lordship, gave him some sense of 
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security, and Dulcie*s obvious sympathy 
with the object of his antagonism enraged 
him beyond all control. * Insult him ! By 
the powers ! Ask him who and what he is, 
and then youll know what right he has to 
be in your company, or in the company of 
any young lady/ 

The anger half £ided from Desmond's 
face, and gave way to something of a look 
of astonishment. 

^ Who and what I am ?' he repeated. 
* Sure, Fm Desmond Macartney/ 

Richard repeated the name, and gave a 
scornful laugh. 

^ And who has anything to say against 
me? I'm as good a gentleman as your- 
self.' 

' That's a lie,' said Richard. ' You're a 
pauper, dependent on my uncle's charity 
for bread.' 

Peebles let out a slow growl of remon- 
strance and warning, through which 
Dulcie's voice sounded like the clear note 
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of ft flute through the scraping of a violon- 
cello. 

^ For shame I' she cried^ her cheeks burn- 
ing with a hot flush of generous indigna- 
tion. 

* Shame!' cried Richard. * If there's any 
shame^ it's there !' He pointed his finger 
straight at Desmond. 

* Hold your fool's tongue !' said Peebles 
gruffly. 

^ I will speak !' shouted Richard. * Every- 
body knows — ^he knows — that his mother 
was a common peasant woman^ and that 
he is my uncle's bastard !' 

Desmond sprang past Peebles with a 
cry, and struck his traducer in the face. 

*Keep him off!' cried Richard, white 
and reeling from the blow. * Curse you, 
Peebles, why don't you keep him off?' 

* Ye fool !' said Peebles, with angry 
contempt. ^Ye pitiful, cowardly fool, 
'twad serve ye right if he beat the life oot 
of your carcase !' 
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Desmond, blind with fury, had seized 
Richard by the throat 

* Down on your knees !* he cried. 
^ Take back those words !* 

Just then KHpatrick's gray face and 
trembling figure appeared at the room 
door — none but Peebles saw him. 

^ Take them back !' cried Desmond, 
raising his fist to strike again. 

* Let me go !* cried Richard desperately. 
Desmond's hand slackened on his collar. 

* Speak r he cried. ^Tell me, or I'll 
strangle you ! Is it the truth yeVe told 
me ? Is Lord Kilpatrick my fiither ?' 

* Yes,' cried Richard, * and you know it !' 
Desmond released him, and fisU back. 

with a moan. Cur and coward as he knew 
the man to be, his words carried conviction. 
As by a lightning-flash, he read the mean- 
ing of a thousand details of his past life, 
which, thus illuminated, went to prove the 
truth. 

*My mother!' he said. 'My mother! 
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No, no ! Don't say it — don't say it ! Don't 
say it, for the love of God ! I can't bear 
it !' He broke into a terrible sob. 

* Ye're just the champion fool o* my 
experience/ said Peebles, as he passed 
Richard on his way to the door, to the 
frame of which Lord Kilpatrick was 
clinging, looking on the scene with haggard 
eyes. 

* You cad !' said Dulcie, flinging the 
word at Richard like a missile. 

' Peebles ! Desmond ! What's all this?' 
cried his lordship. 

* The secret's out, my lord,' said Peebles. 

* The poor lad knows he's your son.' 

Kilpatrick looked with a ghastly face 
towards Desmond, who glared back at him 
like one turned to stone. 

* Uncle,' cried Dulcie, * speak to him. 
Tell him it is not true.' 

* It is true,' said Kilpatrick hoarsely. 

* Desmond, my boy, my son, speak to 
me!' 
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A SURPRISE FOR DESMOND 

* Tou r said Desmond. ' You — you are 
my father ?* 

Lord Kilpatrick tottered into the room 
and fell into a chair. 

' And my mother* said Desmond — ' my 
mother ? What of her ?' 

^ She died^ long years ago^' said his 
lordship. 

'Who was she? Speak!' cried Des- 
mond — * speak ! I must know !' 

* She was named Moya Macartney/ said 
Kilpatrick. ' She was — she * 

' She was not your wife ?* said the boy. 
* Then I am — I am what he called me !* 

* Convention !' cried Kilpatrick — ' mere 
convention ! I acknowledge you as my 
son. Who will dare to point at you ? 
Take witness, all of you !' he cried, rising 
from his seat, ' Desmond Macartney is my 
son. Those who will receive him and 
treat him as such are welcome here. 
Those who will not, let them go tljpir 
ways.* 
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* Uncle !* cried Dulcie, * God bless you ! 
Desmond * 

'Hush, Lady Dulcie!* cried Desmond. 
* Don't speak to me now, or my heart 
will break. I was too happy to-day,' he 
said brokenly ; ' I might have known that 
trouble was to come.* 

Kilpatrick made a movement towards 
him« 

' Keep back !' said Desmond. ' Don't 
come near me ! Fm her son, not yours, 
ril never eat your bread, or call you 
father.' 

So saying, he pushed his way past 
Peebles, who sought in vain to restrain 
him, and with one wild glance at the 
assembled group, rushed from the room 
and ran like a death-struck deer from 
Kilpatrick Castle. 
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CHAPTER V. 

LADY DULCIE OFFERS CONSOLATION. 

On Desmond's departure, Dulcie left the 
room, and ran swiftly to her own chamber. 
Her hurried ring at the bell was answered 
by her maid, Rosie. 

* Mr. Desmond has left the Castle/ said 
Lady Dulcie. * He has had a misunder- 
standing with his lordship. Follow him, 
and tell him not to leave the village till he 
sees me. Quick !' 

' Sure, there's no hurry,' said Rosie coolly. 

' But there is !' cried Dulcie. ' The 
poor boy has quarrelled with Lord Kil- 
patrick, and vows that he will never 
come back.' 
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* Hell not lave the place without sayin* 
fisirewell to the boys at Widdy Daly's/ 
said Rosie. * There's a grand dance there 
to-night, and the whole counthryside will 
be there. FU just go to the shebeen, 
and tell the widdy and the boys to kape 
on the watch for 'm, and lave word 
that I have a message for him from your 
ladyship.' 

Rosie's instinct had not deceived her, 
for that night Desmond was found sitting 
in the kitchen of the rude hostelry 
kept by the Widow Daly, listening 
to the strains of Patsey Doolan's fiddle, 
and sombrely watching the dance of boys 
and colleens, in which, for the first time 
during their long experience of him, he 
had declined to take part. Rosie delivered 
her message. Desmond heard it with a 
half-averted face, which did not hide from 
the girl's keen eyes a flush of pleasure on 
his cheek. He pressed her hand grate- 
fully, but shook his head with a sad smile. 
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* 'Tis like her, Rosie — 'tis like her. But 
that's all over now. What can she have to 
say to a poor devil like me ? She's up 
there with the reigning government of 
angels, and I'ni down here with the 
opposition. Well, never mind! The 
world's wide, and there's room in it some- 
where for us all. Don't stand staring at 
me there, Rosie, as if I was a show in a 
hit. There's Larry dying to shake the 
rheumatism out of his legs. Play up, 
Patsey, you rogue, and put the music into 
their heels 1' 

*Ye'll dance yourself, Mr. Desmond?' 
said Rosie. * I'd be proud to stand out on 
the floor wid ye.' 

* And, sure,' said Larry, * I wouldn't be 
iealous if ye did!' 

* No, no,' said Desmond. * Go and 
enjoy yourselves, and leave me to myself. 
Play up, play up !' he shouted wildly, ' and 
the devil take the hindmost !' 

Rosie- and Larry left him with pitying 
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^tnces. The dance proceeded, the Squireen 
sitting apart and looking on with haggard 
eyes at the mirth he had so often 
shared. 

A sudden cessation of the music and the 
measured beat of feet upon the earthen 
floor made him look round. Lady Dulcie 
stood just within the door. 

^ Lady Dulcie !' Desmond cried in as- 
tonishmenty and rose and went towards 
her. • What has brought you here ?' 

'I've come to speak to you/ she said. 

* Desmond, I must speak to you.* 

* But,' replied the boy, * this is no place 
for you.* 

* It's the place where you are,' said the 
girl, with a tender look shining in her eyes, 
^ and that's enough for me.' 

Larry, standing arrested with his arm 
about Rosie's waist, caught the words. 
' D'ye hear that ?' he said to his partner. 

* Clare out, boys,' cried the widow. 

* There's the rale stuff in the next room ;' 
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and in a moment, as if by magic, the 
whole company melted away,— only Larry 
and Rosie lingering at the door. 

Widow Daly wiped the seat of a stool 
for her guest, and set it for her. 

*Sit ye down, my lady. Ye're kindly 
welcome.' 

Dulcie sat, looking up in Desmond's face. 

* She's the light of his eyes/ whispered 
Rosie to her sweetheart. * See how she 
looks at him/ 

* Ah !' said Larry, * when will ye be 
afther lookin' at me like that ?' 

* When your desarts arc ayqual to your 
impudence ! 

She curtsied, and drew Larry from the 
room after the others. The Widow Daly 
followed, dropping an ecstatic curtsey 
before she disappeared. 

There was a long pause.. Desmond sat 
looking sadly at the fire. 

^ Desmond !' 

' Yes, Lady Dulcie/ 
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* Dulcle to you, now and always/ she 
said^ taking his hand. 

* Don't, don't !' said the lad. * I can't 
bear it. Td rather you let me drift away 
from you like a leaf on the running water. 
I can bear all the rest, but not your pity/ 

* It's not pity that brings me here,' said 
the warm-hearted girl, with all her heart 
in her face. * It's something more. I've 
come to ask your forgiveness.' 

* My forgiveness !' cried Desmond. 
' For what ?' 

* For all my foolish vrays — my thought- 
less words. I ought to have known better. 
But we were both so young. Well, I was 
a child this morning, but seeing your 
trouble, I feel to-night like an old, old 
woman.' 

' Ah ! You're still what you always 
were, Dulcie, sweet and beautiful. Twas 
on a sunny summer's day God made ye, 
and 'twas the brightest bit of work He 
ever did !' 
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* You're not going away, Desmond ?' 
she besought him. 

* I must,' he answered. 

' I came to ask you for your father's 
sake, for mine, to stay a little while. You 
will, Desmond ? For my sake !' 

' They're words to conjure with, Dulcie,' 
said Desmond. * But sure I can't. D'ye 
know what they'll all be calling me ? 
D'ye know what name they'll soon be 
giving me ? How can I stay and look you 
in the face ?' 

* Oh, Desmond,' she pleaded, * your 
father ' 

* Don't spake of him !' cried Desmond. 

* He loves you, Desmond. He'd give 
his right hand to put things right. If you 
will remain he will acknowledge you as 
his son — make you his heir.' 

Desmond shook his head. 

*He can't give me the one thing I 
want,' said Desmond proudly and sadly. 
' He can't take the blot off my name, the 
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*8tain off my mother's. He can't turn back 
the years and bring her from the grave/ 

^ He can make amends^' said Dulcie. 
^ He will/ 

*It's too late for that, too/ answered 
Desmond. * Ah, spare me, Dulcie! Don't 
speak of it! Don't remind me of my 
disgrace !' 

* Your disgrace ?' repeated Dulcie. 
* Where is the disgrace to you? Where 
there is no sin there can be no shame; 
and you are innocent. Desmond, there are 
others who care for you. There's one,' 
she added softly, * who would give all the 
world to see you happy. Don't make her 
miserable by going away.' 

* You mean that ?' cried the boy. * No ? 
Oh, Dulcie, don't be too good to me ! 
Don't let me think you care for me !' 

* Why not, when I do care for you ?' 
returned the girl. * And I do, I do !' She 
took his hand and rose from her seat. * I 
think you're very ungrateful.' 
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* Ungrateful ! To you P 

*Ye8, You think me a child still, a 
doll, with no hearty or head, or will of 
my own. Ah ! you don't know me. If 
you were to say, now, '*Dulcic, I want 
you," rd follow you to the end of the 
world/ 

* Dulcie !' He stretched his arms 
towards her, but fell back and let them 
drop at his sides again. ^ I daren't ! I 
mustn't ! There's a great black river run- 
ning between you and me.' 

Dulcie laughed with the old dashing 
spirit, so alien to his own. 

* Then show your pluck. Strip off your 
coat, plunge in, and swim across the river ! 
I'll help you up the bank when you reach 
the other side.' 

* Oh, Dulcie ! my darling !' Desmond 
caught her in his arms with a sudden gust 
of passion, and strained her to his breast. 

* Dulce, dulce domum !' she said with 
another laugh, though her own eyes were 

89 



LADY KILPATRICK 

brimming. *You may kiss me if you 
like/ she added with ineffable drollness. 
Choking with tears, he pressed his lips to 
her face. * That's a dreadfully damp kiss. 
Sure, you've swallowed the river. . • . No, 
you shan't go. I've got you, and I mean 
to keep you.' 

* You — you love me, Dulcie ?' said Des- 
mond, breathless with wonder and delight. 

'A wee little bit,' said Dulcie; * just the 
least little bit in the world. Now, just sit 
down like a good sensible boy and listen 
to me. No more nonsense, if you please, 
about *' shame " and ** disgrace." Our 
parents don't consult us as to the how and 
the where of our being born, and I don't 
see why we should trouble our heads about 
them ! A boy's a boy, and a girl's a girl, 
and this boy and girl quite understand 
each other. Don't we ?' she asked, nest- 
ling up to him. * I never knew you to be so 
backward before, Desmond ! That river has 
washed all the old impudence out of you.' 
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Her raillery could not altogether con- 
quer Desmond's gloom. 

* It can't be, Dulcie. You're only 
opening the door to a fool's paradise for 
me. I've lived in one long enough. Tis 
time I came out and looked at the world 
as it is. It can never be. It's madness to 
think of it. Even if it were different, 
even if the trouble had never fiillen on me, 
I could never have hoped to win you. 
You're a lady. I'm only the Squireen.* 

* You've grown mighty humble all of 
a sudden,' said Dulcie. * You weren't like 
this only this afternoon. After I'd waded 
with you across the pool, you had the im- 
pudence to kiss my shoes.' 

'Sure I did,' replied Desmond. 'And 
I'm ready now to kiss your feet.' 

'That's better,' said Dulcie, nestling 
nearer yet. 'That's more like the old 
Desmond. But a boy of taste would look 
a little higher. The mouth's prettier, and 
more " convanient," as you'd call it. 
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Ah r she continued, with a sudden gush of 
tenderness, Mon't think me too bold! 
don't think me an outrageous little flirt ! 
It wasn't till I felt your trouble that I 
knew my own heart, and learned that I 
loved you so much/ She broke into a 
sudden sob. *Tell me you're not miser- 
able any more !' 

* Miserable !' cried Desmond, almost 
sobbing too ; * I'm the most miserable and 
the happiest man in Ireland. But, oh, 
Dulcie, darling, I've sworn ' 

* But you mustn't !' said Dulcie, laying 
her fingers on his lips. * My sweetheart 
mustn't swear.' 

* I mean, Dulcie, that while this shadow 
is over me I can never hold my head 
up again. I must leave this place. 
I've neither land nor title, father nor 
mother ' 

' I don't want your land or your title,' 
interrupted Dulcie, ' nor your father and 
.mother. I want you, and I've got you, 
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and I shall keep you. Try to get away if 
you dare 1 You can't !' 

A sound behind them made them both 
start, and, turning quickly, Desmond be- 
held Peebles standing in the doorway. 
He turned away to brush the tears from 
his eyes, but Dulcie hailed the intruder 
with delight. 

* Come in, Mr. Peebles,' she cried, ' and 
talk to this stubborn boy. He won't 
listen to me a bit.' 

' Is that so ?' said Peebles dryly, scratch- 
ing at the scrap of gray whisker which 
decorated his cheek. * I thought jest noo 
he seemed very attentive to your discourse ! 
Desmond, laddie,' he continued, * my lord 
has sent me after you. Noo, noo, ye'U 
just hear me deliver my message. He's 
oot of his mind, almost, clean daft, and 
neither pancreatic emulsion nor leever pills 
will hae much power to help him through 
in this trouble, I'm thinking.' 

*Tell Lord Kilpatrick from me,' said 
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Desmond^ when he could trust his voice, 
' that I've nothing more to say to him.' 

*Hoot, lad!' said Peebles. ^Blood's 
thicker than water. Ye can't shake off 
the ties of relationship in that fashion, and 
cast awa' your father like an old glove. 
For, after all, ye ken, he is your fether.' 

* No !' said Desmond. * He's no father 
of mine.' 

'Then he himself is sairly mista'cn,' 
quoth the old servitor. * He's been leevin' 
for years under that impression !' 

' The man who broke my mother's heart 
is neither kith nor kin to me ! Dulcie, 
good-bye! God bless you for all your 
goodness. You must try to forget me.' 

' Oh, Desmond I' cried the girl, * you 
can't leave us ; you can't, dear. Stay ! 
Stay for my sake, I implore you !' 

' To be pointed at by everyone as the 
wretched thing I am. To know that my 
mother's name is a byword, and I myself 
am an outcast. You don't know what it is 
you ask me. 'Tis more than I can do.' 
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* For my sake, Desmond !' 

* I can't/ cried the poor, proud boy ; * I 
can't, even for your sake.' 

* And where are ye going ?' asked 
Peebles. * Eh, Desmond, lad, what will 
ye do ?' 

* Do ! Hide myself at any rate from 
those that have known me. The world's 
wide, old friend ; don't fear for me !' 

And he made a movement to the door. 

* Stop !' cried Peebles. * Since ye will 
gang, listen to a word I hae to say to you. 
Never think shame o' the mother that 
bore yc, Desmond. / kenned her, lad ; I 
kenned her weel. She was a brave 
woman, as true and honest as she was 
loving, and 'twas for your sake that she 
took the weary road o' death/ 

Desmond broke into sobs again, and the 
old man, seeing him thus softened, went 
on : 

* There's jest one thing ye'U promise 
me, lad. Before ye gang awa', see me 
once more, and maybe I can help, ye yet/ 
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' rU promise you that/ said Desmond, 
*if you'll give me a promise in return. 
You'll tell me all about my mother ?* 

' Ay, lad, I'll tell ye all I ken. There's 
no word o' shame for ^^r in all the story, 
whatever shame there may be for others.' 

*A11 I think of now,' continued Des- 
mond, *is the thought of the grief I 
brought her.' 

* Ne'er believe it, lad,' cried the old 
man ; * ne'er believe it. Ye brought her 
comfort and hope.' He wiped his eyes. 
* Many's the time I've grat o'er your 
cradle, and noo, old fool that I am, I'm 
greeting again. Bide a bit, lad ; God may 
help us yet ! There, there !' he continued, 
as the impulsive young fellow threw his 
arms about him, * ye'U not be for hugging 
old Peebles. Tak' the little lass in your 
arms, and gie her one more kiss for luck !' 

* Desmond !' cried Dulcie, stretching her 
arms to him. 

* My conscience !' said Peebles, as the 
lovers embraced, ' if I'd your youth, and 
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siccan a mouth to kiss, I wadna care if the 
Deil himsel' was my progenitor 1' 

* Good-bye, * my darHng !' sobbed Des- 
mond. 'Good-bye, and God Almighty 
bless ye ! I must go. Good-bye, good-bye !' 

He tore himself from her arms, and ran 
out of the house. Dulcie sank back upon 
a bench, and her tears ran unrestrainedly. 

*Tak' heart, Lady Dulcie, tak' heart,' 
said the good old man, patting her shoulder 
with one hand, as he wiped his own eyes 
with the other. 'It's a sair trouble, but 
well maybe reconcile them yet.' 

' Oh, Mr. Peebles !' sobbed the girl. * I 
love him !' 

* Any fool could see that,' said the old 
man, with a chuckle which was half a sob. 
* I love him, too, the rascal ! Ye must 
hasten home, Lady Dulcie. My lord 
needs watching, and 'tis weel ye should be 
with him, for the boy's sake.' 

Dulcie dried her tears, and called Rosie, 
who answered the summons at once. 
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* You'll take care of him ?' she said to 
Peebles. ^ You'll see that he comes to no 
harm ?' 

'Trust me for that/ said Peebles, 
* There, there, my bonny doo, tak' com- 
fort Hell be yours yet.* 

* Oh, how good you are !* cried Dulcie. 
She threw her arms about his neck, and 
kissed him on either cheek with right 
goodwill. * That's for Desmond's sake. 
Mind, I trust in you.^ 

Left alone, Peebles stood for some 
moments in a cataleptic condition, till he 
recovered his senses, and refreshed his 
brain with a liberal pinch of snufF from 
his waistcoat pocket. 

* Peebles, ye old villain !' he said to 
himself, * what's gone wi' your morality, 
lettin' the lassies kiss you at your age ! 
Aweel ! a kiss like that from a pure lass is 
better .than a bad man's blessing. Never 
fear, Lady Dulcie, nae mischief shall befall 
Desmond Macartney if / can save him.' 
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THE MEETING IN THE GRAVEYARD. 

That same night a cold round moon was 
shining on the old graveyard where the 
people of Kilpatrick had for many genera- 
tions buried their dead — a place of green 
and grassy graves, with here and there a 
simple cross of stone or wood. It was a 
lonely place, a lonely hour, and with the 
rising moon came a chilly night wind, 
stealing from grave to grave, and lifting 
the grass upon them as a cold hand might 
lift the hair of human heads. 

The silence of the spot was broken by 
the sound of a slow but firm footstep 
approaching along the quiet by-road that 

99 



LADY KILPATRICK 

led to the village. A tall woman, with 
a shawl about her head^ and clad in a 
material so dark as to pass for black in 
the moonlight, entered the graveyard, and 
stood looking towards the distant sea. 
She looked long and earnestly before she 
spoke. 

' It's the time I named/ she murmured 
in a deep, inward-sounding voice. *Will 
he come, I wonder ? Maybe he'll think 
it's an idle message, and never guess who 
sent it, for he thinks me dead and gone 
long years ago. I must speak with him, 
and hear tidings of my boy. Oh, saints 
in heaven, that know the achings of a 
mother's heart, ye've given me strength to 
bear my trouble all these years — give me 
strength now, and pity the wakeness that 
brought me here, maybe to get a glimpse 
of my darling son !' 

She leaned against a ragged, wind-blown 
tree, with her forehead supported on her 
arm; then, slipping to the ground, bent 
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her head in prayer — an appeal of which only 
an occasional word could have been heard 
by any chance listener, though the fervour 
of her supplication shook her whole body 
with a passionate tremor. She was so 
lost for the moment to all sense of her 
surroundings that a loud and cheerful 
whistle, coming along the path she had 
herself travelled but a few minutes pre- 
vious, fell unheeded on her ear, and the 
gravedigger, returning for his pick and 
shovel, was close upon her before she 
recognised his presence. 

She rose with a start, and the sudden- 
ness of her apparition made the intruder's 
music stop with a ludicrous suddenness. 

*Musha!' he cried. * What's that at 
all ? Tis a woman ! Bedad, I took ye 
for a ghost !' 

* Tm flesh and blood, like yourself,' she 
answered. 

* But why were ye kneeling there ?' he 
asked, still fearfully.. 
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*I was only saying a prayer,* she 
answered. 

' A mighty lonesome place to say your 
prayers in/ said the gravedigger, crossing 
himself. ^Unless/ he added as an after- 
thought, and more gently, ' yeVe any kith 
or kin lying here.* 

* No/ said the woman ; ^ I am a stranger.* 

* Well, good luck t* ye, whoever y* are/ 
said the gravedigger. * Fll just get the pick 
and the spade, and lave ye to your devo- 
tions.' He jumped into an open grave at 
a little distance. ^ I can finish this in the 
morning/ he added to himself * Another 
two feet *11 do it* 

* Who's to be buried there ?* she asked, 
as he clambered out with his tools in his 
hand. 

'A poor colleen that kilt herself for 
love. Leastways, she drowned herself, but 
wint out of her mind first, to make sure of 
Christian burial. Are ye livin* hereabouts, 
my woman ?* 
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* Yes/ she answered. * I've a lodging 
down at the old mill/ 

* Musha !' said the gravedigger, * that's 
a lonesome place/ 

' The more fit, maybe/ she answered, 
* for a lonesome woman.' 

* Will ye be going now ?' asked the man, 
looking at her with some anxiety. 

* Presently/ she answered. * Sure, I'm 
doing no harm.' 

* Sorra the bit/ he said ; * but I'm 
thinking that there's not many women — 
nor men ayther, for that matter — who'd 
care to walk this graveyard at night, when 
the fairies walk it. Well, tastes differ, and 
so good luck t* ye/ 

* And good luck to you /' the woman 
answered. 

The man shouldered his tools and went 
off, resuming his interrupted whistle. The 
woman looked anxiously down the road. 

* It's past the time I named,' she said to 
herself, * and no sign of him yet.' 
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She walked to the low wall which 
separated the graveyard from the road, and 
stood there^ watching so keenly that the 
sound of a footstep approaching from the 
opposite side of the churchyard failed to 
wake her attention. The unseen wayfarer, 
who was no other than Mr. Feagus, re- 
turning homewards after a wettish evening 
with a client beyond the village, caught 
sight of her tall, gaunt figure clearly out- 
lined against the pale flood of moonlight 
which deluged the sky. 

* Who's that, now ?' he asked himself, 
with a start, — * a woman, or a taisch ? — a 
Christian soul, or an ugly spirit ? Wake 
my soul to glory! Fm sorry I took this 
road, for it's lonesome for a lawyer with 
long arrears of conscience to make up; 
and, £sdth, here's another of 'em coming 
the way I came myself No, 'tis a man 
this time, a living man, bless the saints ! 
I'll step along with him for company. 
Am I drunk or dreamin'? 'Tis that old 

104 




THE MEETING IN THE GRAVEYARD 

omadhaun, Peebles the steward! 'Tis 
mighty queer! What can bring a quiet 
man like that down here at night-toime ? 
If it's an assignation with that female ? 
The old rascal ! Fll keep out of his way, 
and watch what he's after.* 

He slid cautiously over the wall, and 
established himself in the deepest shadow, 
just as Peebles* lean figure emerged into 
clear moonlight. 

The old man paused at the wicket- 
gate. 

* I saw someone here — Fd swear till it, 
and noo there's nae sign of any living thing. 
Lord save us ! it's a gruesome place; Well, 
gruesome or no gruesome, Fll e'en see it 
through. She's there !' he exclaimed, 
catching sight of the woman's figure. 
*Ahem I Was't you, lass, that sent the 
message to Mr. Peebles ?* 

The woman turned eagerly. 

* Yes, sir I' she cried. * I sent for you !' 

* Good e'en t' ye, whoever ye are,' said 
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Peebles. ^Fm here at your service, though 
I ken little enough what it is ye want o' 
me. Twas of Moya Macartney ye wanted 
to speak — ^the puir lassie that died lang 
syne ?* 

* Of Moya Macartney, sure enough,* 
answered the woman, *But she never 
died, sir. She's alive this day, and nearer 
than ye think !* 

* Lord save us !* exclaimed Peebles. 
* You say she's living ! Moya Macartney 
living ?' 

The woman turned her face to the moon- 
light, and let her shawl, which had hidden 
it, fall back upon her shoulders. The old 
man stepped nearer, peering on her with a 
look of mingled expectation, incredulity, 
and superstitious horror. The fiice was 
white, thin, and wrinkled, but he recog- 
nised it in a moment; and as the great 
black eyes dwelt on Peebles' fiice, the thin 
lips murmured a name which struck on 
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his astonished ears like a veritable echo 
from the grave. 

* Moya !* he cried. * Moya Macartney ! 
No ! It can't be !' 

* It is, sir/ said Moya. * Fm Moya 
Macartney. Old and gray now, Mr. 
Peebles, but the same colleen ye knew 
once in Kenmare.* 

The hidden listener raised his head 
cautiously. 

* Saints preserve us !* he muttered, and 
taking advantage of Peebles* wonder and 
consternation, crept nearer to him and his 
companion. 

* Meeracle of meeracles !* cried the old 
man. He extended a trembling hand, and 
took that which Moya held out in answer. 
It was as real as, and warmer and steadier 
than, his own. * Ay ! yeVe flesh and 
blood ; but — what does it mean ?' 

* Sure, it's a long story,* said Moya ; 
* but ril tell it ye in as few words as I can. 
When I left my child and went away 
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broken-hearted, I litde thought to live 
another day; but my courage failed me, 
and I feared to &lcc my Maker before my 
time. I lived on, unknown and far away. 
But I heard news from time to time of my 
son. I knew that he was growing up 
happy, and ignorant, thank God, of his 
mother's shame/ 

* Puir lass 1' said Peebles. * Puir lass ! 
And it*s been for his own sake that yeVe 
held aloof from him all these years — never 
shown your face or spoke a word !* 

* Sure, why should I ? 'Twas enough 
for me to think that maybe, when he 
thought that I was dead, my lord's heart 
might be turned to the poor friendless boy, 
and that he might crape into his father's 
heart and earn his loVe. I said to myself a 
thousand times, ** God bless him ! I'll 
never disgrace him. He shall never leara 
that his mother's still living on this weary 
earth." ' 

*But ye've come at last, Moya,' said 
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Peebles, wiping his eyes ; * yeVe come at 
last to • 

* Only to hear of his happiness — only, 
maybe, to get one glimpse of his face. Oh, 
sir, if I could do that same, Td die happy, 
for the heaviness of years is on me, and IVc 
not long to live. Speak to me ! Tell me 
of him I Is he well and happy ?* 

* Weel ?* repeated Peebles. * Ay, he*s 
weel enough. Happy ? Ay, he's as happy 
as most folk, for it*s a wearyin* world/ He 
paused, looking pityingly at Moya, and 
tien resumed in a hesitating manner: * I've 
news for ye that I fear will not be over 
welcome to ye. 'Twas only yesterday he 
learned the truth. He found oot that 
Lord Kilpatrick was his father, and with 
that, poor lad, he shook the dust from 
his feet and fled away from his father's 
house.' 

* My God !* cried Moya. * But who 
tould him ? Not you, sure ?* 

* I ?* cried Peebles — * I, that hae guarded 
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the secret these eighteen years^ and burdened 
my conscience with endless lees for the poor 
lad's sake and yours ! No, no, Moya. He 
was taunted wi' his birth by a wicked 
whelp — his cousin, Richard Conseltine's 
son, and a' came oot.* 

* And then ?* cried Moya. 

* My lord begged him to stay, offered to 
make him his lawful heir, but he refused 
the siller and cursed his father in his 
mother's name. Ah, don't greet, woman, 
or ril be greeting too. Your name's 
deepest in the lad's heart, and first upon 
his lips/ 

*God bless him !' sobbed the heartbroken 
mother. *But what shall I do? What 
shall I do ?' 

' Let me take ye to him,' said Peebles. 
' Eh, lass, but the boy's heart will leap for 
joy to know ye're alive.' 

* No !' said Moya, shrinking back. * No, 
no ! Let things be as they are. It's betther, 
far betther, that he should think me dead. 
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Alive, I shall only shame him more. Just 
let me see him, let me look into his eyes 
and hear his voice — *tis all I ask of the 
blessed saints, and TU go back to where I 
came from and never trouble him again/ 

At that moment, as if in answer to the 
impassioned prayer of that lonely heart, a 
voice rose at a hundred yards' distance. 
Peebles started at the sound : 

' Tho' I lave thee for ever, my darling, and go. 
Thine image shall haunt me in sunshine and 

snow; 
Like the light of a star shining over the foam, 
Thy face shall go with me wherever I roam.' 

* Lord save us !* cried Peebles. * *Tis 
himself.' 

*Who?' cried Moya wildly. 'Des- 
mond ? My son ?* 

*Ay! your son Desmond. Wheest, 
woman ! He's coming this way.* 

' Though waves roll between us, sweet star of my 
love. 
Thy voice calls unto me ' 
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Desmond's voice rose again as he spoke, 
nearer and more distinct. 

* Mr. Peebles !' he cried, pausing in his 
song to scrutinize his old friend's figure in 
the moonlight. ' It's late for you to be 
out here among the graves. Who's that 
with ye ?' 

Peebles hesitated. Moya touched him 
lightly on the arm. 

* It's just a poor peasant body. She's 
strange to these parts, and was asking the 
way.' 

Moya had gathered her shawl about her 
face again, and a sob broke from her. 

' Sure she's in trouble,' Desmond added 
pityingly. 

' Yes, sir,' said Moya, conquering herself, 
* I'm in bitter trouble. And by the same 
token there's trouble in your heart too.' 

* In mine ?' said Desmond, forcing a 
laugh, not very successfully. 

*Ye favour one I used to know,' said 
Moya. * Will ye tell me your name, sir ?' 
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* My name ?' said Desmond hesitatingly. 
* Well, why not ? My name's Desmond 
Macartney/ 

* Desmond Macartney !' the woman re- 
peated. * ni not forget it. Sure I'd once 
a boy of me own, as swate to look upon as 
yourself. It's proud your mother should 
be of such a son.' 

*My mother is dead,' said Desmond. 
*She died long ago— when I was but a 
child. Good-night t' ye, and God help ye 
through your trouble.* 

* Where are you going, Desmond ?' asked 
Peebles. 

*To the farm yonder; they'll put me 
up for the night.' 

* Wait for me there to-morrow. I must 
see you.' 

*ril wait,' said Desmond. He looked 
again at Moya, who was crying unre- 
strainedly. * Poor soul !' he said. • She 
seems to have a heavy grief.' 

113 I 



LADY KILPATRICK 

• She has/ said Peebles. * She's lost all 
the folk she loves/ 

'Like me/ sighed Desmond. *Well, 
well ! " Though I lave thee for ever/* * he 
began singing again as he turned away, till 
interrupted by the stranger's voice. 

* Sir — Mr. Desmond !* cried the woman 
suddenly, * they say that the blessing o* one 
broken heart may help to heal the trouble 
of another. Will ye bend down in this 
holy place and take a poor creature's bless- 
ing?' 

*Sure/ said Desmond, *it's only one 
blessing in the whole world that I seek, 
and that I can never have — the blessing of 
my own dead mother.' 

' Maybe it might come through me ! 
I'm a mother, too !' 

'Humour her, laddie,' said Peebles 
gently. 'Humour her. Her sorrow's 
great.' 

Desmond took off his cap and knelt 
with bent head. It seemed long before 
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the voice broke the solemn stillness, but 
when at last it was audible, it was strangely 
firm. 

* May the Lord watch over ye, now and 
for ever ! May the mouth of the mother 
that bore ye spake through me, and bring 
ye happiness, health, and peace. May 
your days be long in the land, till you're 
old and gray like me. But, oh, may ye 
never know my trouble or lose what I have 
lost. Amen 1 Amen !' 

'And may God bless ^^«/' said Desmond, 
rising, deeply touched by the solemn words 
and the deep rich voice which had spoken 
them. 

'And now,' said Moya, 'will ye let a 
poor crathure kiss your forehead, for the 
sake of her own son that she'll never see 
again ?' She took his head between her 
hands and pressed her lips to his brow in a 
long embrace. 'The Lord be with you, 
Desmond Macartney.' 

With no other word, she turned and 
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left the graveyard, Peebles following her 
after a hasty reminder to Desmond of their 
engagement for the morrow. 

It was not till some minutes later, when 
Desmond's voice rose again on the air at a 
considerable distance, and the figures of 
Moya and Peebles had disappeared, that 
Feagus rose to his feet. 

* Monomondiaoul !' he said softly to 
himself. * Moya Macartney alive ! And 
what will me lord and Mr. Conseltine say 
to that, I wonder ?' 
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BLAKE, OF BLAKE's HALL. 

Lady Dulcie, wending her way back 
from the shebeen to the Castle under the 
escort of Rosie and the faithful Larry, 
dried her tears resolutely, and did her best 
— no hard task at sweet eighteen, with love 
as an ally — to look on the bright side of 
things. Desmond would never leave her 
for long, of that she felt assured. He 
might go out into the world to seek his 
fortune, and, of course, one so brave, 
generous, handsome, and altogether admir- 
able, could hardly fail to find it ; but his 
success or failure would never, she told 
herself, make any difference to her. The 
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day was not far off when she would be her 
own mistress, and then no spite of accident 
or design should hold her from her lover's 
arms. 

As she and her companions came upon 
the confines of the Castle grounds two 
dusky figures approached them^ and she 
made out by the faint light of the rising 
moon that they were Mr. Conseltine and 
his son Richard. They saluted her silently, 
to her great relief, and she passed by. 

* She*s been to meet that blackguard 
bastard, I suppose,' muttered Richard 
between his teeth. * Damn him !* 

* With all my heart !* responded his 
senior. * Damn him, by all means ! Your 
blunder of the morning has turned out 
better than I had dared to hope ; but it 
was a blunder all the same.' 

* It might have been,' returned Richard ; 
* but, so far, it has answered. We've got 
the brute out of the house, and it won't be 
my fault if he gets in again.' 
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**Twas too bold a stroke, lad/ said 
Conseltine. * You show your cards too 
openly — ^you play too boldly. If the 
proud-stomached young ass had only had a 
little common-sense, he might have con- 
solidated his position with your uncle. 
Henry was in the mood to do anything, to 
commit any folly, after you insulted the 
boy/ 

*I couldn't help it,* returned Richard. 
' I hate the cad to such an extent that Fd 
have shouted his shame in his face if it 
had cost me every penny I have and every 
penny I expect from Kilpatrick.* 

* You're a fool,' said his father, smoothly 
as ever. It required a good deal to shake 
the elder Conseltine from his calm 
cynicism. * And if you think the game's 
won just because youVe insulted the 
Squireen and got him out of the Castle for 
a single day, you're a bigger fool than I 
ever thought you — and that's not saying a 
little. The game's only begun. Henry's 
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fond of the brat — ^absence will make him 
fonder still. It's quite on the cards that 
he may leave every stick and stone of his 
property to him and strand you with the 
barren title. Keep out of his way. He 
never liked you, and now he likes you less 
than ever. Leave him to me. Leave 
Dulcie alone, too. Don't be trying to 
excuse yourself, or trying to make love to 
her ; you'll only make bad a deal worse. 
Who's that in front of us ? — your eyes are 
younger than mine.' 

* It's that drunken scoundrel Blake.' 

' Blake !' repeated Conseltine, and fell 
into a slower step. * Well, 'tis lucky, 
on the whole. 'Tis as well he should 
know.' 

* Know what ?' asked Richard. 

* Know all there is to be known about 
this business of the Squireen,' answered 
the elder. 

* What affair is it of his ?' 

* That you'll not learn from me,' re- 
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sponded his father : * not yet, at least. 
If it's ever necessary you should know, I'll 
tell you. Meanwhile, keep a still tongue 
and an open eye. It's to the shebeen he's 
going — we'll follow him.' 

They were close behind Blake's heels 
by the time he had reached the door of 
the alehouse. He lurched round and faced 
them. 

* The divil and his imp,' he remarked, 
as a polite salutation, and stumbled across 
the threshold with no further greeting 
than a drunken laugh. 

Peebles was in the kitchen, finishing 
a drink of whisky, and chatting with the 
widow. 

* Hullo ! my king o* Scots,' hiccuped 
Blake. * You here ? Drinkin', too ! 
Ye've taken to decent habits in your old 
age. Here ! you'll have another drink 
with me.' 

* Indeed but I'll no'/ replied the senten- 
tious old Scot. 
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* You won't I You won't drink ?' 

* Yes, with my friends/ returned Peebles ; 
* but I see none o' them here^ 

He set his glass upon the table, nodded 
to the widow, and went out to keep his 
already recorded interview with Moya in 
the churchyard. 

Blake laughed with drunken good 
humour. 

*'Tis a brave boy, old Peebles! He 
doesn't trust me, but, after all, 'tis a ques- 
tion of taste, and no gentleman quarrels on 
such a ground. Bedad, I'm dry/ He 
searched his pockets, and found them 
empty. * Here, you spalpeen,' he con- 
tinued, accosting Richard, 'pay for a 
drink for me. Sure, 'twill be a luxury 
for you, and one you don't often enjoy.' 

* Bring some whisky, if you please, Mrs. 
Daly,' said Conseltine smoothly, before 
Richard could muster his heavy wits to 
retort. ' Sit down, Blake, and listen to me. 
Are ye sober enough to talk business ?' 
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* Fm as sober as I need be/ responded 
Blake; * and more sober than I want to be, 
at this hour o' the night/ 

* That's easily cured,' said Conseltine 
dryly, handing him a charged tumbler; 
* but don't go too fast — this is business.' 

^ Discoorse,' said Blake^ tossing off the 
spirit, ' and I'll listen.' 

The widow still lingered about the 
room, making pretence of trifling with 
some household task. Conseltine with a 
smooth voice bade her leave them to them- 
selves, and she obeyed, after which he rose, 
and for greater security closed the door 
leading to the road. 

•Ye're mighty mysterious,' said Blake. 
' What is it, at all ?' 

* Have you heard what happened at the 
Castle this morning ?' asked Conseltine, 
leaning across the rude table at which the 
two were seated, and speaking in a 
whisper. 

* How the divil should I ?' asked Blake. 
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* Tve not been out of bed an hour, and Fd 
be there still, but the whisky gave out, 
and I kem here to wet my whistle/ 

* 'Tis better ye should hear it from me 
than from another,' said Conseltine, in 
the same tone of extreme caution. * My 
son here made a fool of himself this 
morning/ 

* Did he, now ?' returned Blake, with a 
laugh. * Sure his Creator did that for 
him twenty years ago.' 

* He had a row with the Squireen, 
young Desmond Macartney, and let out 
what he knew about his birth.' 

* 'Tis the first time I knew that he knew 
anything about it,' said Blake. * Was it 
you that trusted him with such a secret ?' 

'Never mind how he came to know,' 
returned Conseltine. ' He learned the 
secret. Desmond provoked him, and he 
blurted it out before everybody — Lady 
Dulcie, my brother, Peebles and all,' 

' And he's here to tell the tale ?' said 
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Blake, with an air of drunken surprise, 
* Bedad, Tm a good man with my fists, 
but *tis not I that would like to tell the 
Squireen that story.' 

* Listen ! Listen !' said Conseltine, beat- 
ing the tops of his fingers on the table 
a little impatiently. 

'D'ye mean to sit there, Dick Consel- 
tine/ said Blake, * an' tell me that that rip 
of a son o' yours told the Squireen all that, 
and there was no fight ?' 

* Devil a bit of a fight/ answered 
Conseltine. * The boy was knocked clean 
out of time by the information. Well, 
when he came to, his lordship told 
him he'd acknowledge him before the 
world.* 

*His lordship's a gentleman !' cried 
Blake, f By the Lord, he is ! If only he 
could hold a dacent skinful o' liquor, he'd 
be the finest gentleman in Ireland, bar 
none. And what did the Squireen say ?' 

* He cursed the father that begot him,' 
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returned Consdtine. ^ He shook the dust 
of the house off his feet, and swore he'd 
never cross the threshold again !' 

•Then the boy's like his father — a 
gentleman !' cried Blake, with a drunken 
cheer. * Here's to him, with three times 
three and all the honours ! And what did 
the old man say to that ?' 

' It has made him seriously ill/ answered 
Conseltine. 'He has passed the day in 
bed, and has refused himself to every- 
body except Peebles. Now, Blake,' he 
leaned further across the table, and fixed 
his keen eyes on the face of the drunken 
squire, ' the time has come for a definite 
understanding between us.' 

* Well ?' asked Blake. He made an 
obvious and partially successful attempt to 
sober himself. * Give me that jug o' 
water.' It was passed to him, and he 
drained it — to the great apparent refresh- 
ment and steadying of his wits. ' A man 
has need of all his brains, Dick Conseltine, 
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when ye speak in that tone of voice. Out 
with it — ^what hell-broth are ye brewing 
now?' 

* There's no new development yet/ an- 
swered Conseltine, with a smile, ' though 
something may occur at any moment with 
Henry in his present condition. But I 
want to know definitely, yes or no, are you 
for us or against us ?' 

* That just depends on how ye treat me,' 
muttered Blake. * I don't know whether 
it is that I'm getting old, or whether the 
whisky is playing false with my nerves — 
which is what I'd call my conscience, if 
I was one o' the pious sort— or what it is, 
but I — I fluctuate 1 Sometimes — ^it's gener- 
ally in the morning, when I wake — I feel 
penitent : I feel that I'd like to go over to 
the enemy and clear my breast o' the load 
I've borne this eighteen years and more. 
What are ye doin' ?' he asked angrily, as 
Conseltine trod heavily on his foot beneath 
the table. * Oh, the cub 1 Sure I said 
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nothin' that he has the brains to under- 
stand. Yes, Mr. Richard Conseltine, 
that's how I feel at times, and it comes 
over me generally in the morning when the 
whisky's out and my pockets are empty. 
And, by thunder, if I did ! if I did tell all 
I know — Holy Moses ! what a racket it 
would make up at the Castle, and all Ire- 
land over. Faith, Fd live in history! 
'Twould be what the play-actors call a 
fine situation ! And let me tell ye, there's 
them as 'd make it worth me while to do 

it!' 

* You drunken hog !' murmured Con- 
seltine under his breath; adding aloud, 
* You won't do that, Blake !' 

' Won't I ?' returned Blake. ' Faith, 
you're surer about it than I am !' 

* No,' said Conseltine, * you won't do it. 
I can make it better worth your while to 
keep silent.' 

* Then why the^ divil don't ye ?' asked 
Blake. * You're very fond o' talking about 
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your gratitude, and you hold out fine 
promises, but what do ye do ?' 

* It seems to me/ returned the other, 
' that Fve done a good deal/ 

' And it seems to me,' exclaimed Blake, 
banging the table to emphasize the personal 
pronoun, ' that ye do damn'd little. I tell 
ye, Dick Conseltine, it's not for nothing 
that Vm going to suffer the torments of 
an aching conscience!' 

* Your aching conscience/ said Con- 
seltine, with a scarcely perceptible sneer, 
* has been fairly well salved so far. Is it 
money that you want ?' 

* Bedad it is, then 1' cried the other. ' I 
haven't the price of a glass in the wide 
world/ 

'Well/ said his fellow conspirator, ' I'm 
willing to do what I can, in reason.' 

' In reason !' repeated Blake. ' Your 
notions of what's reasonable and mine may 
not agree. Look here, now, what d'ye say 
to two hundred pounds ?' 
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*Two hundred pounds T cried Con- 
seltine, with well-acted amazement. ^ Oh^ 
come^ come, Blake !' 

* Come, come 1' echoed Blake. * TTis 
you that has to come — IVe gone far 
enough along the road to hell ; I'll go no 
farther unless I'm paid for it. I want two 
hundred pounds to-morrow, and I'll have 
it, or know the reason why !' 

* I can't do it, Blake,' cried Conseltine. 

* Very well, then,' said Blake, ' his 
lordship can, and I'll not only get two 
hundred, but ease my aching conscience at 
the same time.* 

* I think you're hard,' said Conseltine. 
^ Come, Blake ; our interests stand or 
fall together. Look at the aflair all round, 
pro and con. You might get that two 
hundred from Henry, but 'twould be all 
you'd get. Now, serve my interest, and 
Dick's here, and you're safe for life. 
Have I ever refused you money when you 
asked for it ?' 
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* That's all right,' said Blake ; ' don'c 
refose me now !' 

*Well/ groaned Conseltine, *if you 
must have it you must/ 

* Bedad I must,' returned the other, with 
a nod full of meaning. * Is it a bargain ?' 

' Yes, it's a bargain.' 

* To-morrow, mind.' 

* Yes, to-morrow.' 

* Good ! Then I'll drug my conscience 
and accept the solatium. And now I'm 
goin' home.' 

* Very well,' said Conseltine ; ' I'll see 
you to-morrow.' 

*A11 right!' retorted Blake, with a 
disfavouring eye on Richard. ' Don't bring 
the cub with you. I can stand the old 
sinner, but not the young one.' 

He reeled from the room, and Con- 
seltine's glance, as it followed him, was 
full of a dark and concentrated loathing. 

* The insolent scoundrel !' said Richard, 
when he was out of hearing. * Why do 
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you stand him ? What is his hold over 
you ?' 

* I hope you'll never need to know/ 
returned his father, draining his glass. 
* Damn him ! I wish he was in the 
grave.' 

'He's going there as fast as drink can 
take him/ said Richard. 

* I feel inclined sometimes/ said his 
amiable parent, 'to give him a lift on the 
journey/ 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



MOYA MACARTNEY. 



Peebles, returning home to the Castle 
after his midnight interview with Moya 
Macartney in the churchyard, passed a 
sleepless and troubled night, revolving in 
his mind all the events of the sad history 
in which the unfortunate woman had 
played so strange a part, and canvassing all 
that her mysterious and unexpected return 
to life might mean to herself and others. 
More than once he determined to dis- 
regard Moya's strenuous injunction to 
silence, and at once break to Lord 
Kilpatrick the news of her existence, 
and of her presence in the district ; 
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but again and again the memory of the 
solenm promise of secrecy he had given, 
and the thought that so sudden and heavy 
a shock might be fatal to one of his 
lordship's age and feeble health, dissipated 
that intention. 

* Eh !' he murmured to himself as he 
tossed and tumbled in vain effort to 
discover a way out of the labyrinth of 
difficulties the business presented, 'it's a 
troublous affair. Fd like to do justice, 
if I could see my way clear to the doing 
o't. I'd like fine to bowl out that smug- 
faced hypocrite Conseltine, and that lump 
o' malignity his son. 'Twould be the 
grandest day's work I ever did. But I 
promised, like an old fool, and I must 
keep my promise, and just await the 
decrees o' Providence.' 

He rose long before his usual hour, 
early as that was, and went out into the 
fresh breeze of early morning. Dawn was 
faintly glimmering on the mountain- tops, 
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and the dew was heavy on the grasses of 
the lawn. He looked up at the light 
which shone faintly in his master's 
window. 

* 'Twill be but a poor night's rest he's 
had, I'm thinkin', poor old heathen, found 
out by his sin at last. Eh, but the lad's 
curses will lie heavy on his heart ! Mine's 
wae for him, and for the callant I've seen 
grow up from a bairn, and for the lonely 
woman out yonder.' 

A sudden idea struck him ; he drew out 
his watch and consulted it eagerly. 

* Near hand to four o'clock,' he mur- 
mured. * The mill's but four miles awa'. 
I can do it in an hour, and anither hour to 
come back. I'll gang and see Moya, and 
persuade her to hear reason.' 

He took his hat and stick, and set out 
at the briskest pace he could attain towards 
Moya's lodging place. It was a rough 
and stony track, and by the time he came 
in sight of the mill the old man was fain 
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to sit upon a chance boulder and pant his 
breath back. Caution was necessary; he 
wished to do nothing that could by any 
chance give gossip or conjecture a handle, 
and he walked cautiously round the mill, 
glad of the babble of the stream which 
covered the sound of his footsteps on turf 
and gravel. Nobody was stirring ; the 
place and all the countryside lay still and 
gray under the morning mist, now faintly 
touched here and there with threads of 
opalescent colour by the yet invisible sun. 
He threw a small pebble cautiously at the 
window shutter of Moya's sleeping place, 
and a minute later it opened and revealed 
her pale, lined face. He made a gesture, 
cautioning her to silence^ and then by 
another invited her to join him. She 
nodded to show comprehension of his 
pantomime^ and a minute later stood beside 
him. 

They walked on side by side in silence 
till they reached a little glen between 
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two hills which hid them from all 
chance of observation, and then Peebles 
spoke. 

' Moya, woman/ he said, * tell me why, 
after all these years, you come here now ?' 

' I came to see my son,' she answered. 

' Ay,' he said, ' that's natural eneuch, 
na doubt. But is that a// you came for ?' 

She darted a keen look at him — a look 
in which question and surprise were both 
expressed. 

' Moya,' he went on, * since I saw you 
last night I've no' closed my eyes for 
thinking o' you and the lad your son. 
Eh, woman, but it's clear impossible that 
after that one glimpse o' his bonny face, and 
that one sound o' his voice, ye should be 
content to gang back to solitude — it's clear 
impossible ! Let me tell him you're alive 
and near him. He*s alone, too, noo! 
His place is by your side; your duty is 
to comfort him under the trouble he's 
suffering, ye ken that weel ?' 
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* Mr. Peebles/ said Moya steadily, * the 
path of duty is not always plain ; but I'm 
going to clear mine if I can, by your help. 
God knows my very bones are full of 
desire for the child I love; I was near 
crying out who I was last night when I 
kissed him; but I've borne the bitter pain 
of solitude now for eighteen years, and sure 
my time here will not be so long. I'll 
bear it to the end rather than disgrace and 
shame my child !' 

* But, Moya, he kens !' cried Peebles. 
* He kens you were not married to his 
father. I winna say but, if he had never 
learned that, ye wad no' be in the right to 
keep apart from him; but he knows it. 
He's cast off his father ; he has barely a 
friend in the world, barring me, and how 
can / help him. He has need o' ye ! 
Ye'll heal his sair heart, and he'll love 
ye and cherish ye and comfort your 
declining years.' 

Moya shook her head. 
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* He's young/ she replied, with a world 
of meaning in her tone. * A heart as young 
as his won't break for such a trouble as 
he's suffering now. He'll go out into 
the big world, where the shame's not 
known, and win his way. What would / 
be to him — a nameless vagabond, a poor, 
ignorant ould woman I I should only kape 
him down and disgrace him. No; ye 
must tell Desmond nothing — yet. Ye 
asked me just now,' she went on after a 
pause, ' if I had no other reason to come 
here afther all these years but just to see 
my boy ?' 

* Weel ?' asked Peebles. 

* I had — I had another reason, or I'd 
have resisted the temptation now as I have 
fought it down all that long, dreary time. 
I've a question to ask ye, Mr. Peebles ?' 

She paused there for so long a time that 
the old man snapped out suddenly, with 
excusable irritation : 

' Weel, weel, lassie ! What is't ?' 
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' There's so much depends on the answer 
that I hardly dare to ask/ said Moya, with 
a voice suddenly gone tremulous. *Tell 
me/ she continued, after another pause, 

* if ye know a gintleman in this part of 
the counthry that calls himself Blake — 
one Patrick Blake, of Blake's Hall ?' 

* Do I know him ?' echoed Peebles. 

* Ay, I know him fine, the drunken 
scoundrel! A'body kens him for miles 
round. But what depends on my know- 
ing Patrick Blake, lassie ?' 

* Much may depend on it/ said Moya. 
'Desmond's own fixture may depend on 
it.' 

* Desmond's future ? Why, what in the 
name of a' that's meaning can Pat Blake 
hae to do wi' Desmond's future ?' 

* Was Mr. Blake/ asked Moya slowly, 
and with an amount of effbrt which helped 
the old man to understand the importance 
she attached to the answer — * was Mr. 
Blake ever a clerk in holy orders ?' 
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Peebles stared at her in sheer bewilder- 
ment. Had she asked if he himself had 
ever been Pope of Rome, the question 
could hardly have seemed more ludicrous ; 
but there was a painful solemnity in her 
manner which would have stayed a man 
less grave than he from laughter. 

'Holy orders!' he muttered. *Holy 
orders ! Patrick Blake ! By my soul, 
but it's an odd question !' 

'Not under that name, I mane, but 
another — Ryan O'Connor/ 

• He's borne no name but Patrick Blake 
that I ever kenned o',' said Peebles, still 
groping painfully for any meaning in 
Moya's queries. 'She's haverin',' he 
muttered to himself; but the calm in- 
tentness of Moya's glance, though contra- 
dicted by the heaving bosom and irregular 
breath with which she spoke, did not 
accord with the explanation. 'What if 
he ever was a priest under that or any 
other name ?' he asked at last. 
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' I was married to Lord Kilpatrick,' said 
Moya, *by a man calling himself the 
Reverend Father Ryan O'Connor/ 

^ Lord guide us !' ejaculated the old 
Scot. *And do ye think 'twas Patrick 
Blake ?' 

*I know it was Patrick Blake/ replied 
Moya. * That much I'm sure of.' 

* But how do you ken it ?' asked the 
bewildered Peebles. 

* Sure 'twould be too long a story to 
tell ye now. 'Twas only lately that an 
accident put me on the track. It took 
time and trouble to get Ryan O'Connor 
and Patrick Blake into the same skin, 
but I did it. And now, all that remains 
to be learned is just whether Blake was 
ever a priest, or whether his office was 
as false as his name. Will ye do that 
for me, Mr. Peebles? 'Tis not for 
my sake I ask it, but for my son's — for 
Desmond's !' 

Peebles had fallen into a sitting posture 
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on a low stone dyke^ and sat staring at her 
like a man bewitched. 

' Moya ! Moya Macartney ! D'ye ken 
what ye're sayin' ? Oh ! my head will 
rive with the dingin' ye've started in my 
brains. Blake married ye ! Blake a priest ! 
Why, woman V he cried, suddenly 
straightening himself, * if that's so, ye're 
Lady Kilpatrick !' 

' Desmond would be Lord Kilpatrick,* 
Moya answered simply. "Tis for his 
sake, Mr. Peebles, that I ask you for help; 
not for mine, God knows. There were 
times,* she went on, after another long 
pause, *long, long ago, when Td have 
given my life to hold him — Henry Kil- 
patrick — in my arms for just one minute — 
times when all the shame and sorrow he'd 
brought on the poor ignorant girl who'd 
loved him seemed nothing — when, if the 
broad sea had not been betwixt us, I'd 
have gone to him and said, " Take me as 
your misthress, your servant, anything — 
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let me see your face and hear your voice 
now and then, one day in the year, and TU 
follow ye barefoot through the world/' 
But theyVe gone, long since, and all my 
love and all my anger are gone with 
them. As to bein' Lady Kilpatrick/ she 
went on, with a short and mirthless laugh, 
^ 'tis not the chance of that that brings me 
here, A fine lady I'd make for any lord, 
wouldn't I ? and much at me aise I'd be 
among the grand folk he'd introduce me 
to ? But Desmond's a gintleman — as good 
a gintleman as any in Ireland, as Henry 
himself — and if the title's his by rights, he 
shall have it. / shan't trouble him. I 
shall go as I came, when I've seen him 
happy and honoured in his place. The 
thought has been food and drink, fire and 
shelter, to me these mont4is past, since God 
sent the message that it might be so. Will 
you help me, Mr. Peebles ?' 

* Will I help ye ?' cried Peebles, spring- 
ing to his feet with the vivacity of 
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a young man. ' Deil hae me, but I'll 
know the truth in four-and-twenty hours. 
But, eh, lass, if ye're mistaken ? If it's not 
sae ? Fd just gang clean daft in the dis- 
appointment. But it must — it must be 
true, eh, lass ? To see the faces o* they 
two Conseltines ! To see the bonny lad, 
that they denounced as a beggar and a 
bastard, established wi' title and estates! 
To see Lady Dulcie Lady Kilpatrick and 
Desmond's wife! Oh ! if it's no' true 
there'll be a braw end o' one good Scot, 
for I'll just gang neck and crop into Limbo 
for sheer vexation. Dawm it! that I should 
say so— it must be true ! It shall be true, 
if I squeeze it oot o' yon scoundrel Blake 
wi' my ain old hands, and his worthless 
life along wi' it ! But I maun awa', lass — 
I maun awa'. There's a hantle o' things 
to be done at the Castle, and the lazy loons 
o' servants are at sixes and sevens if they 
haven't me about their lugs. I'll see yon 
drunken ne'er-do-weel this day, and I'll 
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hae news for ye the morn's morn. Keep 
a good hearty woman. The king shall 
enjoy his ain again. Eh, Tm just daft '/ 

Indeed, anybody who had witnessed the 
scene might have thought so, — he was so 
topftd of excitement. 

* God bless ye, Mr. Peebles,* said Moya. 
* Ye're a true friend to me and the boy.' 

* Ay, am I,' returned Peebles, * and that 
ye shall see ere long. Gang hame, lass, 
and pray for Desmond.' 

* Pray for him !' cried Moya. * Has 
there been a day this eighteen years I've 
not prayed for him ? No, nor a waking 
hour. God go with ye, sir, but ' 

She checked him with an outstretched 
hand as he turned to go, and laid her 
finger on her lips as a signal for absolute 
silence. 

* Don't fear me,' said the old man ; * I'm 
nae chatterbox, wi' business like this afoot.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 



IN WHICH MISCHIEF IS BREWING. 



It was late in the forenoon of the same 
day when Mr. Blake rose from his bed in 
the tenement to which he gave the sonorous 
and impressive title of Blake's Hall — a 
tumbledown hut of two stories, which long 
years of neglect had reduced to a condition 
of almost complete ruin. The ground- 
floor was occupied by Blake himself; the 
upper portion by an ancient peasant woman, 
who acted as his cook, housemaid, caterer, 
and general factotum. There was not a 
whole pane of glass or an unbroken article 
of furniture in the whole building, and the 
little plot of ground in which it stood was 
a wilderness of stones and weeds. 
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Biddy was made aware df her employer's 
awakening in the fashion familiar to her for 
years past — ^by his roaring at the full stretch 
of his lungs for a draught of whisky. That 
draught despatched, he arose, and proceeded 
with shaking limbs to shave and dress. He 
was still occupied with his toilet when the 
voice of the elder Conseltine was heard in 
the outer room. 

* Give him a glass of punch/ Blake 
called out to Biddy. ' I'll be with him in 
the squazing of a lemon. So/ he con- 
tinued, reeling out of his bedroom a minute 
later, 'yeVe brought the cub with ye, 
though I forbade ye.* 

Richard, sullenly flicking at his boot 
with his riding -whip, looked at Blake 
from under his lowering eyebrows, but 
took no further heed of his ambiguous 
welcome. Blake unsteadily poured out 
a second bumper of spirit, and the 
glass rattled against his teeth as he drained 
it. 
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* And what's the news with his lordship 
this day ?' he asked. 

* Still very ill/ answered Conseltine. 
* He's been upset by that old fool Peebles, 
who's been hammering at him all day long 
to recall that brat of a by-love of his.' 

' Faith !' returned Blake, * and he might 
do worse, by a great deal. 'Tis a fine lad, 
Desmond, as clever and handsome as that 
cub of yours is stupid and ugly. Don't 
stand there, ye imp of perdition, glower- 
ing at me like a ghost. Sit down and 
drink like a Christian.' 

Richard obeyed a scarcely perceptible 
motion of his father's eyebrows, sat at the 
battered table, and poured out for himself 
a glass of whisky, to which he put his lips 
with an awkward affectation of goodfellow- 
ship. 

* Have ye got that two hundred pounds?' 
asked Blake. 

* I have,' said Conseltine ; * I've brought 
it with me.'. 
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He unbuttoned his coat, and took a 
bundle of bank papers from the inner 
breast-pocket Blake took it with shaking 
hands, and rammed it in a crumpled mass 
into his breeches pocket without counting. 

* You're as good as your word, Dick 
Conseltine, for once in your life,* said he. 
' Have another drink.* 

Conseltine profited by Blake raising his 
glass to his lips to fling the contents of the 
tumbler which Biddy had filled for him on 
to the earthen floor of the hut, and filled 
it again, principally with water. 

' Why,* said Blake, * ye*re gettin' friendly 
and neighbourly in your old age. Ye'U be 
a dacent man before ye die, if ye live long 
enough.* 

* Blake,* said Conseltine, * I want to talk 
to you. Did ye ever think of emigra- 
tion ?* 

' Did I ever think o* what ?* asked 
Blake, pausing with his tumbler half-way 
to his lips. 
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* Emigration/ repeated Conseltine. 

' I never did,' returned Blake. * Why 
would I ?' 

* Well/ said his companion, * there are 
many reasons why ye might think of it, 
Ye're just spoiling here — wasting yourself. 
If ye'd go out West, a man of your abili- 
ties, with a little capital, would do well. 
Land and hiring are cheap ; it's a lovely 
climate, and there are no end of chances of 
making money. Til tell ye what, now. 
'Tis a sin and a shame to see a man like 
you wasting yourself in this cursed country, 
ril make that two hundred five, and pay 
your passage out, if ye'll take the next 
steamer to New York.' 

' By the saints !' cried Blake, * ye*re 
mighty generous all of a sudden. Ye want 
to get rid of me ? Spake the truth, now, 
isn't that it ?' 

'Well,' said Conseltine, with a great 
appearance of candour, * that is it ! Td 
rather have you out of the country. You're 
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dangerous here^ Blake — dangerous to us 
and to yourself/ 

' To myself r echoed Blake. ' And how 
am I dangerous to meself ?' 

*Yell be splitting some day on a 
certain matter that we know of — easy 
now, we needn't name names — and if ye 
did speak, 'twould be worse for you than 
for us/ 

' Make that good/ said Blake. 

'Well/ said Conseltine, * you'd very 
likely get a sum of money down from 
the other parties; but that onqe spent — 
ye'd get no more, and you'djpend the 
rest of your days in an ^tl^h gaol. 
Now, so long as you're fait^Ail to our 
cause, you know you have a faithful 
friend in me. 1*11 give ye five hundred 
down to go to America, and another two .^ 
hundred a year as long as you live. Don't 
answer now,' he continued, as Blake 
opened his lips to speak. ' Think it over, 
and I'm sure ye'U see things as I see 
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them, and admit that it's best for you to 
be out of the way of temptation/ 

Blake swallowed another tumbler of 
punch. 

*'Tis a mighty fine idea/ he said 
thoughtfully, with a thickening of the 
voice which showed that he was fast near- 
ing his normal pitch of intoxication. He 
rubbed his head dubiously, and, to clear 
his wits, poured out and drank a half-glass 
of neat whisky. * Leave my ancestral 
possessions ! Desert Blake's Hall ! What 
are ye grinning at, ye thief of darkness ?' 
he demanded angrily of Richard, who had 
glanced round the barren room with a 
smile of pitying contempt ; then he lurched 
forward in his chair, with bloodshot eyes 
glaring at Conseltine, who, having thrown 
away his second glass of whisky, filled a 
third. * Tell me, now,' he said, * is the 
whisky good out there ?' 

Conseltine smiled and nodded. 

' Well,' said Blake, * an Irish gentleman 
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ought to travel. Five hundred pounds, ye 
said ?' Conseltine nodded again. * Five 
hundred on the nail, and two hundred a 
year for life ?' Conseltine nodded a third 
time. * Hand over the bottle,' said Blake. 
* 'Tw^ill take a dale o' whisky to settle this 
question.' 

His wavering hand had scarcely steered 
his glass to his mouth, when a hurried step 
was heard in the garden, and a mon^ent 
later the lawyer Feagus burst into the room, 
panting and perspiring. Blake stared at 
him for a moment without recognising him, 
and then rose, with the obvious intention of 
falling foul of this unwelcome visitor. 

' Hold him back !* cried Feagus. ' Hold 
him back, for the love of heaven !* 

* Ye sneaking coward '/ cried Blake, try- 
ing to get past Conseltine. * How dare ye 
intrude into my apartments ? TU have 
your life '/ 

Feagus, who, under ordinary circum- 
stances, would have at once accepted the 
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challenge, once more called to Conseltine 
to keep Blake back, and, unbidden, filled 
and drank a glass of spirits. 

* I've no time to waste with you, Mr. 
Blake. I've news, Mr. Conseltine ; we're 
cooked entirely !' 

Conseltine thrust Blake into his chair, 
and turned. 

* What d'ye mean ?' he asked. 

* Moya Macartney's alive P cried the 
lawyer. 

Conseltine staggered as if he had been 
shot, and Blake, who had risen to his feet 
to make a rush at Feagus, checked him- 
self, and stood still, swaying heavily on 
his feet, as he glared at the bearer of this 
extraordinary news. 

' Are ye mad or drunk ?* asked Con- 
seltine, with an ashen face. 

*rm neither, sir,* answered Feagus. 
*God be good to me, Fm too sober for 
my pace of mind ! I tell ye Moya 
Macartney's alive. I've seen her.' Con- 
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seltine stared at him like a man newly 
awakened from a nightmare, as he went 
on : ' 'Twas last night, in the churchyard 
down by the lake. I was passin* by, and 
I saw a woman standing there among the 
graves, and old Peebles coming along 
the road. Thinks I, "I'll have a fine 
story to tell my lord next time I dine with 
him," and 1 just slipped behind a grave- 
stone and listened. He didn't know her 
till she told him who she was — Moya 
Macartney, who's been drowned and in 
her grave this eighteen years ! Holy Moses ! 
I'm wringing wet only to think of it !' 

* Get on, man, get on !' said Conseltine 
hoarsely. 

^ I kept as still as death,' continued 
Feagus, ' though 'twas all I could do to 
hold meself from cry in' out when I heard 
her say " I'm Moya Macartney." Then 
she went on to say that she'd come back 
to the old place to see the boy, and at that 
very minute he kem along the road singin'.' 
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* Desmond ?' cried Conseltine. 

* Desmond himself,' said the lawyer. 
* Peebles cried out to him, and he comes 
into the churchyard and talks with Moya/ 

* For God's sake go on,' cried Conseltine ; 
' what did they say ?' 

* She never let on who she was. She 
said she was a poor wandering creature 
who wanted to give him her blessin'. 
And she did ; and she cried, and he cried, 
and Peebles cried, and I was near cryin' 
meself, — it was so afFectin' !' 

' Well ?' said Conseltine. ' And what 
was the upshot of it all ?' 

* Faith, there was no upshot at all,' said 
Feagus. *The boy went away no worse than 
he kem, promisin' not to lave the district 
till he*d seen ould Peebles once more.' 

* If this is true ' cried Conseltine, 

shaken out of his ordinary cynical calm by 
the news ; then he stopped short, staring 
before him with a haggard face. 

* True, is it ?' cried Feagus. * Go and 
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see for yourself. She's staying incog, at 
Larry's mill.* 

' And Peebles knows it,' said Conseltine. 
*By Heaven! I thought something had 
happened. The old rascal's been going 
about all day long as full o* mystery as an 
egg's full o' meat. If Henry hears of this !' 

' He won't yet awhile,' returned Feagus. 
* She swore Peebles to silence till she her- 
silf gave him leave to speak.' 

* My God !' said Conseltine, scarcely 
above his breath. * What's to be done ? 
We're standing on a mine of gunpowder 
while that woman's in the district.' 

Blake laughed. He had been as much 
astonished at the first hearing of the news 
as either of his companions, but by this 
time had shaken himself back into his 
usual condition of half-sodden, half- 
ferocious humour. 

* Faith,' said he, * 'tis a case of the divil 
among the tailors. By the Lord, Con- 
seltine, but things are looking mighty 
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quare. I'm thinkin' I won't emigrate just 
yet. Sure, I'll stop and see the fun ! 
There'll be great doin's at the Castle 
by-and-by, I'm thinkin'.' 

He laughed again, and drank another 
glass of whisky. 

Conseltine took no notice of the inter- 
ruption, which he seemed scarcely to hear. 

* What are ye goin' to do, sir ?' asked 
Feagus. 

* I don't know yet,' answered Conseltine 
slowly. He sat down, and leant his head 
upon his hand, Feagus and Richard 
watching him keenly. * She's living at 
Larry's mill, you say ?' he said presently, 
without raising his eyes from the floor. 

'At Larry's mill,' repeated Feagus. 
* She's living all alone, under a false name, 
at that ould antiquated rat-trap.' 

' Alone ?' repeated Conseltine mean- 
ingly. 

' Alone 1' repeated Feagus. 

* It's ruin,' said Conseltine, looking up, 
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— * it's ruin for all of us if we don't get 
that woman out of the way/ 

^Bedad it is, then/ said Feagus. His 
pale face went whiter as he looked from 
Conseltine to Richard, and then back 
again, before stealing a look at Blake, 
who, with his chin propped in his hands 
and his elbows on the table, followed their 
dialogue as well as his muddled wits 
would allow, with his habitual expression 
of dogged humour slightly deepened. 

* See here, now,' continued the lawyer ; 

• we're all friends here. The danger's 
pressin', and what's goin' to be done has 
got to be done quick.' 

Conseltine's generally smooth and ex- 
pressionless face was as a book in which 
he read strange matter. Richard's heavy 
hangdog countenance was white with 
rage and distorted with apprehension. 
Blake was the only one of the trio who 
preserved anything like his customary 
appearance. 
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' I was thinking/ said Feagus, * as I 
came along, unless — ^you see now, the mill's 
a mighty old place, worm-eaten and dry 
as tinder, and if — by an accident intirely 
— in the night, when there's nobody 
about to render help — a stray spark 'd do it, 
for there's hay and sthraw scattered all 
round convanient — and if— of course by 
accident — the old place were to catch 
fire, powers alive ! wouldn't it be an odd 
happening? and if it did, what fault o' 
yours or mine would it be, and who'd be 
the wiser ?' 

* God in heaven !' cried Blake, rising to 
his feet, ' 'tis murder ye mean ! Now, 
mark me, Conseltine, I'll be no party to 
this. The curses of the son, the remorse 
of the old lord, and the spirit of that poor 
woman, would haunt me to me grave. I'll 
have neither art nor part in such a plan.' 

* Of course not,' said Conseltine, turning 
his white face from the last speaker to 
Feagus, * It's only Feagus's fun !' 
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Feagus, lcx>king at him, read more in 
his glance than could Blake and Richard^ 
from both of whom his face was hidden. 
What it was he did not yet know, but in 
the score of years during which he had 
known Conseltine, he had never seen in 
his eyes such an expression. 

' We must find legal means,' Conseltine 
continued. * Good-day, Blake ; you'll think 
of what I said to ye just now ?' Except 
for an added shade of gloom, for which 
Feagus's news of the presence of Moya 
Macartney in the countryside would quite 
well have accounted, his face now was the 
face of every day. * 111 see ye again before 
long. Come, Dick ; come, Feagus.' 

The three left the hut. 

' By the powers !' said Blake, as he filled 
his seventh glass that day, *if the divil 
wants a fourth he'll have to come in 
propria persona himself an' join them. 
I'm more than half inclined to take 
Dick Conseltine's offer, and go across 
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the water. Your sins are finding ye out, 
Pat Blake. YouVe lived on his money for 
years past ; 'twould be shabby conduct if ye 
turned on him now. But then, there's 
Moya. Poor colleen ! Eh, the handsome 
slip of a girl she was — a long sight too 
good for Kilpatrick, and 'twas I that 
ruined her — or helped. And the boy ? A 
fine lad, that; a handsome lad. Sure, 
many a time IVe seen his mother lookin' 
out of his eyes at me, and heard her spake 
to me wid his voice. Ah, be damnM to 
me, now, I'm gettin' ould and crazy ! 'Tis 
an ould story — eighteen years ago. You 
might have got used to the thought of it by 
now, Pat Blake. Put more of the right 
stuff into ye, and forget it.' 

He obeyed his own prescription so 
promptly that, half an hour after his 
guests had left him, he fell into a sodden 
sleeps with his head upon the table. 

Conseltine and his two companions had 
meantime walked on at a rapid pace, and 
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in dead silence, for the first half-mile. It 
was Conseltine who was the first to speak. 

* That's a good idea of yours, Feagus.' 

* It would be/ responded the lawyer, ' if 
it were not for that cowardly drunken 
villain, who stops us puttin' it into execu- 
tion.' 

* But he won't,' said the other. ' My 
mind's made up. It's that or nothing.' 

* But if he splits ?' said Richard. 

* Split !' repeated Conseltine. * The job 
once done, he has my leave to split as 
wide as the Liffey. It's one oath against 
three — the oath of a drunken blackguard 
and beggar against the oaths of three men 
of substance and position.' 

* And sure that's true,' said Feagus. 
* By the Lord, Mr. Conseltine, ye should 
have taken to our profession. Ye'd have 
been an honour to it* 

' Besides,' said Conseltine, * he'll not 
split. He has his own skin to save, and 
he's as deep in the mud as we are in the 
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mire.' He paused, and looked round 
cautiously. The plain stretched to the 
mountains on the one side and the sea on 
the other, empty of any possible observer. 
* We mustn't be seen together/ continued 
Conseltine. * We'd better separate here. 
But before we part, we'll just arrange the 
details.' 
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CHAPTER X. 

ANOTHER INTERVIEW. 

The shades of evening were beginning 
to envelop the landscape as Peebles made 
his slow and toilsome way towards Blake's 
Hall. The old man had been in a 
ferment of excitement all day long, and 
nothing but his long years of habit 
as chief officer and general director of 
Lord Kilpatrick's household had sufficed 
to hold him back from fulfilling his mo- 
mently recurring desire to throw his duties 
to the winds for that day, and at once 
proceed to put to Blake the question 
dictated to him by Moya Macartney. His 
discomposure had not escaped the notice 
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of his master, who, since the shock occa- 
sioned by Desmond's renunciation of him 
and his abrupt departure from the house, 
had kept his room, and had resented all 
approaches, even that of his favourite 
Dulcie, with an exaggeration of his usual 
snappish ill-temper. 

* What the deuce are you dreaming about, 
Peebles ?' he had asked, as the old servitor 
made some slight blunder in the service 
at his master's solitary dinner-table. 

' If ye had an inkling of what I am 
dreaming about,' Peebles had responded, 
with his customary drawl, * ye'd be in nae 
such a hurry to speer, maybe.* 

At which his lordship had muttered an 
angry * Pshaw !' and turned his face away. 

* Is there any news of— of Desmond ?' 
he asked a minute later. 

* No, my lord,* answered Peebles ; ' none 
that I ken o'.' 

He was in so mortal a dread of prema- 
turely letting slip the secret of Moya's 
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presence in the neighbourhood that he 
would not trust himself to approach the 
subject at all. 

* Where is he ?' asked Kilpatrick. 
*They say he's at Doolan's form/ an- 
swered Peebles. 

* They say T snapped his lordship. * As 
if you didn't know where the boy is, you 
disingenuous old brute 1' 

' Oh ay !' said Peebles tranquilly. * Swear 
at me, wi' a' my heart, if it will ease your 
lordship's heart, or your conscience.' 

Kilpatrick pushed his plate aside. 

* Take these things away and bring the 
wine.' 

Peebles obeyed, and filled his master's 
glass, after which he lingered for a moment. 

* Well, Peebles, well ? Have you any- 
thing to say ?' 

' Just that I'm going oot for an hour or 
twa. I hae a visit to make. If ye want 
anything in my absence the flunkey will 
look after ye.' 
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' Very good,' answered Kilpatrick, who 
thought he knew the object of Peebles' 
visit. * Peebles !' he called, as the old 
man reached the door. 

' My lord !' 

*Has — ^has the boy any resources — any 
funds ?' 

* Not that I ken oV answered Peebles. 
' He was aye too open-handed.' 

* Well, if he wants money — he wouldn't 
take it from me, I suppose — ^lend him what 
he asks, and look to me for repayment. 
There, there, that will do.' 

Peebles saluted and retired, and set out 
half an hour later for Blake's Hall. Enter- 
ing the rude sitting-room, he made out, 
through the gathering shadows, the figure 
of Blake leaning on the table. 

'In his general condition, . the drunken 
wastrel !' said Peebles. * Tis odd but he's 
sae drunk he'll not understand me when I 
speak to him. Mr. Blake I Mr. Blake T 
He shook the recumbent figure gently at 
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firsts and then more roughly^ and at last 
elicited a husky growL * Mr. Blake 1 Wake 
up^ and speak to me. Man^ IVe news for 
ye, and a question to ask o' ye. Wake up, 
wake up, for the love o' Heaven 1' 

Blake swayed back in his seat and opened 
his eyes. His first act, half unconscious, 
was to hold out his hand towards the bottle, 
which Peebles snatched from him with the 
quickness of a conjurer. 

* YeVe had enough o' that for one while, 
ye disgraceful object,' he said. * Wake up, 
I tell ye ! Wake up, and tell me what I 
want to know.' 

*Oh, 'tis you, Misther Peebles T cried 
Blake. 

* Ay, 'tis myser,' returned Peebles. * IVe 
news for ye, when ye're sufficiently sober 
to hear it.' 

Blake, like the practised toper he was, 
pulled himself together, and succeeded 
in looking solemnly and preternaturally 
sober. 
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* We're alone ?' asked the old Scot, 
glancing cautiously round. 

* We are/ said Blake. * Biddy's gone to 
the village for more whisky.* 

•Then listen/ said Peebles. *Moya 
Macartne/s alive T He made the com- 
munication slowly and distinctly, and 
paused to mark its effect. 

* Bedad ! that's true T returned Blake, as 
calmly as if Peebles had said * Good-day.* 

•Ye ken it!' cried the old man. *And 
how the deil d'ye ken it ?' 

* That's my business, sir,' said Blake. 
* I do know it. She was in the church- 
yard last night wid a Scotch gentleman of 
your acquaintance !' 

It was difficult to throw Peebles off his 
mental balance for long at a time, and, 
surprised as he was at Blake's knowledge 
of the interview of the preceding night, he 
went on with a perfect apparent calm : 

*Weel, it should lighten your heart! 
Ay ! ye should fall on your knees and thank 
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God, who's kinder to ye than ye deserve^ 
that ye have not that puir lasde's death on 
your conscience !' 

* Have ye come here to preach ?' asked 
Blake. . 

* Na, na T said Peebles. ' That's not my 
business, but it's yours, Mr. Ryan O'Connor, 
if a' tales are true 1' 

There could be no mistaking the effect 
of this speech on Blake. He half rose 
from his seat, clutching the sides of the 
table with trembling hands, and stared at 
Peebles with his eyes standing out of his 
head with surprise. 

'And how the thunder did you know 
that V he asked. 

'That's my business,' retorted the old 
Scotchman dryly. 

' Holy powers !' muttered Blake, falling 
back into his chair, and passing his hand 
across his eyes in a bewildered fashion. 
' 'Tis dreamin' I am !' 

'Listen to me, Patrick Blake,' said 
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Peebles solemnly. * I met Moya Macart- 
ney last night. Poor lass ! Her spirit's 
sadly broken. Says she to me — " Peebles, 
it's eighteen years since I spread the report 
of my own death ; my hair is white, and my 
heart is broken; gang to Mr. Blake and 
ask him, as he values his own soul, to tell 
ye if ever he was in holy orders.' 

Blake breathed hard, staring at Peebles 
with a face gone white. 

* Answer !' cried the old man, ' and for 
God*s sake answer truly 1' 

' Well, then,' said Blake, * I was ; but not 
when I married Moya Macartney to Lord 
Kilpatrick.' 

* Had they unfrocked ye ?' asked Peebles. 
' Tell me that I' 

* I'd unfrocked myself/ answered Blake. 
*The Bishop said I was a disgrace and 
scandal to the Church, and took from me 
the only cure of souls I ever had.' 

* But at the time ye married Moya were 
ye drununcd out o' the Kirk ?' 
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^ Devil the dnun about it^' responded 
Blake. ^ The Bishop persuaded me to quit^ 
80 I just dyiUy retired. Twas cx)nvanient 
at the time, for sure I had creditors 
enough to -man a Queen's ship.' 

' But ye had been a priest, and properly 
ordained ?' asked Peebles. 

^ Faith, I was as well ordained as any 
priest need be. What the divil's the 
matter wid ye?' he asked, as Peebles 
sprang from the seat he had taken and 
broke into a Highland fling. * Is it mad 
ye are ?' 

* Clean daft wi' joy !' cried the old man. 
^ Gie's your hand, man !' He seized Blake's 
hand and wrung it heartily. * By the piper 
that played before Moses, ye're the Reverend 
Mr. Blake still I — and by that same token 
Moya Macartney is Lady Kilpatrick, and 
Desmond Macartney is Desmond Consel- 
tine, his lordship's son and heir I' 

The mention of the name of Conseltine 
electrified Blake. He clutched his whisky- 
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muddled head in both hands, staring wildly 
before him. 

*My Godr he cried suddenly, *is it 
dreamin' that I am ? No, by the Lord, 'tis 
no dream, sir 1 Get up, man, get up 1 'Tis 
no time to be sittin' here I They mean 
mischief — already it may be too late 1' 

* Too late 1 Too late for what ?' cried 
the old man. 

^Richard Conseltine and his boy, and 
Feagus the attorney — ^bad cess to the lot of 
'em — were here this forenoon. They know 
Moya's alive 1 They know where she 
lives ! Oh, my head, my head 1 what 
was it the blackguards said? AhT he 
screamed, * the mill I 'Tis at Larry's mill 
that Moya's living V 

* Yes 1' cried Peebles. * She's there. But 
what of that ? Speak, man ! what is it ?' 

* They mean to burn the mill, and her 
with itP cried Blake. *For the love o' 
God, run and find Desmond, and get 
Moya out o' the place. 'Twas here that 
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they plotted it. Man alive, I believe they 
mean murder T 

* Murder T gasped Peebles. 

* Isn't it life or death to them to keep 
Moya out o' the way ? Run, man I Run 
every step o' the road I Ye've time to save 
her yet. They daren't try it before night- 
fall. Doolan's farm is on the way, and 
ye'U find Desmond there. If ever ye loved 
him, run T 

Peebles, knowing the men with whom 
he had to deal, needed no further warning, 
but after a few more hasty words with 
Blake, ran rather than walked from Blake's 
Hall. 
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Peebles, though weary with his unwonted 
vigil in the early morning and the anxiety 
of the day, made good speed to Doolan's 
farm, urged as he was by those most 
powerful of stimulants, love and fear. It 
was a long and rough road, but a younger 
and stronger man than the old Scot might 
have been satisfied with the speed at which 
he covered it. He arrived panting at the 
humble cabin, where the farmer and his 
family, with Desmond among them, were 
just sitting down to the plain but plentiful 
evening meal of potatoes and buttermilk, 
supplemented by a rasher of bacon in 
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honour of the guest, whom Doolan felt 
a great pride in entertaining, and who 
would have found a welcome equally 
warm at almost any house in the district. 

* By my soul !* said the hospitable 
farmer, as Peebles broke into the room and 
fell exhausted into the nearest chair ; ^ 'tis 
me lord's butler — 'tis Mr. Peebles I The 
top o' the evening to ye, sor. Bridget, 
I'm thinkin' Mr. Peebles will be takin' a 
dhrop o' whisky. Saints above ! what's 
wrong wi' ye, sor ?' 

Peebles slowly panted his breath back, 
while the farmer and his wife — the latter 
a ruddy, handsome peasant woman, who 
had been Desmond's nurse eighteen years 
before — stood solicitously over him. 

*Get the bottle, Bridget,' said the 
farmer. *The poor gentleman's clane 
blown.' 

Peebles took a mouthful of the liquor; 
and felt the better for it. ^ 

* What is it at all ?' asked Desmonds 
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' Faith, ye look as if you'd seen a ghost* 
What is it, old friend ?' 

*You must come with me, Desmond,' 
said the old man. * Fve news for ye — 
news that will keep no longer.' 

* If 'tis good news,' said Desmond, * sure 
'tis welcome, and all the more welcome 
for being unexpected.' 

* Good !' cried Peebles — * it's the best ! 
It's better than I ever dared to hope !' 

' Faith, then,' returned the boy, * let's 
have it !' 

* Not here, laddie, not here 1' said 
Peebles. ''Tis only in your private ear 
that I can whisper it yet.' 

* We'll lave ye alone,' said the honest 
farmer. * Come, Bridget ; come, children.' 

* No, no !' said Peebles. * I've no time 
to bide. Ye must come wi' me, Desmond. 
It's not a' good news I bring ye. There's 
danger near one ye love, laddie.' 

* Dulcie ?' cried Desmond. 

* No— Lady Dulde's safe, for a' I ken, 
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and I saw her not three hours syne^ the 
bonnie doo, blooming like the rose o' 
Sharon. Come, lad, put on your hat — 
Fm rested noo. Well gang together, and 
m tell ye as we gang/ 

Desmond obeyed, in a great state of 
bewilderment, and Peebles, when they 
were some hundred yards away from the 
farm, began his story by a question : 

*Ye'll remember the poor woman ye 
met last night in the kirkyard ?' 

*Yes,' answered Desmond. 

* Man,' said Peebles, * I scarce know 
how to tell ye, or if yell believe me when 
I've tellt ye. Maybe ye'll think I'm daft 
or dreaming. You've just got to prepare 
yourself for the greatest shock ye ever had 
in your life. It well-nigh dinged the soul 
oot o' me wi' surprise when I heard it, and 
it will hit ye sairer still, I'm thinking.' 

The old man's voice was so tremulous 
with emotion that Desmond stopped short, 
and peered into his &ct questioningly in 
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the pale moonlight which was struggling 
with the thick dust of the summer night. 

*For God's sake, Peebles/ he said, 'what 
is it ?' 

* It's just this,' returned the Scot. *That 
poor woman was Moya Macartney — your 
own mother 1' 

For some seconds Peebles' speech carried 
no emotion to Desmond's mind. 

* My mother !' he repeated, in a voice 
whose only expression was one of pure 
bewilderment. ' My mother ? — Moya 
Macartney ?' 

' Ay,' said Peebles. ' She that was dead 
is alive. 'Tis a long story, and I've 
neither time nor breath to tell you all. 
She spread the report of her own death 
eighteen years ago, and went across the 
seas to America. All these long, weary 
years, she's denied her heart the only 
pleasure it could ever know — the pleasure 
of seeing her son's face and hearing his 
voice. At last she could bear it no longer 
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— she came. It was she you talked wi' last 
night in the kirkyard, she who kissed your 
forehead and gied you her blessing/ 

Desmond clutched at his throat with a 
choking sob. 

' For God's sake, laddie/ cried the old 
man, 'don't break down noo! There's 
work to be done. You don't know all yet, 
nor the half o't.' 

* My mother !' cried Desmond. * My 
mother !' He took off his soft felt hat, 
crushing it in his hand, and pulled his 
collar open, stifling with surprise and 
emotion. Peebles, seeing it vain to con- 
tinue his story for the moment, paused, 
waiting till the first shock of his com- 
munication should have passed away. ' My 
mother T Desmond repeated again, after an 
interval. He spoke mechanically, with an 
utter lack of emotion in voice and manner. 
• My mother ! Well ?' 

*The laddie's stunned wi' the intelli- 
gence,' said Peebles to himself, ^and 
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small wonder. Can you understand what 
I'm saying, Desmond ?* he asked, taking 
the lad's arm. *We must gang on, lad. 
There'll maybe be serious work for us 
this night. D'ye understand me ?' 

*Yes,' said Desmond slowly, his mind 
still feeling numbed and dim. * I can hear 
what you say, Mr. Peebles, but it — ^it all 
seems so strange. Is it dreaming that I am ?' 

*'Tis no dream,' answered Peebles. *It's 
as real as the soil beneath your feet, and 
as true as God's above ye. Pull yerself 
together, lad, pull yerself together 1' 

*Well,' said Desmond, resuming his 
way in obedience to the impetus of Peebles' 
hand, * go on — I'll try to understand.' 

* She came back,' continued Peebles — 
speaking slowly, that the words might better 
penetrate the stunned intelligence of his 
companion — * she came back a' that weary 
way just to see the face and hear the voice 
o' the bairn she'd suffered for eighteen 
years ago. But, laddie, she's had strange 
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news! You don't ken all the sorrowfii' 
story. I tauld you, when that young cub, 
your cousin, taunted you wi' the accident o' 
your birth, never to think shame o' your 
mother. I've had no chance since to tell 
you more; I must tell it noo. Your 
mother was entrapped by a sham marriage 
—or, at least, the marriage was believed to 
be a sham. It was Blake of Blake's Hall 
who officiated as priest. Somehow, Moya 
surmised that Blake might really have been 
a priest, and asked me to gang till him and 
speer if it was so. I went this afternoon 
and saw him, and he confessed that he had 
been in holy orders, and that, though 
the Bishop had ta'en his cure o' souls 
from him, he had never been legally 
unfrocked. D'ye ken what that means, 
laddie ?' 

* My brain's reeling,' said Desmond ; * I 
understand nothing.' 

^ It means,' cried the old man, his voice 
breaking with glad emotion — * it means that 
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you're Desmond Conseltine, my master's 
legitimate son and heir, the next Lord 
Kilpatrick 1 Oh, laddie, it's brave news — 
it's brave news — and my heart was just 
bursting to tell it !' 

Desmond spoke no word, and his silence 
after the communication of the tidings a 
little frightened his old friend, who peered 
into his face as they walked on quietly side 
by side. 

* Hae ye nothing to say, Desmond ?' he 
asked. 

'What can I say?' asked Desmond. 
'Where is my mother?' he asked suddenly. 
' Is it to her that ye're taking me ?' 

*Ay,' said Peebles. 'We're gaun to 
Larry's mill, and there we'll find her. 
Desmond, my man, she mustn't stay there. 
There's danger abroad.' 

They were in the middle of the wide, 
waste country, but the old man could not 
repress the searching look he cast around 
him. 
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^ She has ill-wishersi blackguardsi ivholl 
stick at nothing to gain their cruel ends. 
Blake told me this afternoon of a thing I 
find it hard to credit. Your uncle, Richard 
Conseltine, and his son, and that scoundrel 
FeaguSi know that Mo}ra's alive, and where 
she's living. Feagus saw her wi' me in 
the kirkyard, and listened to our talk. 
Blake thinks they might molest her 
while she's there asleep ! We'll just hope 
it's nothing but one of his drunken 
havers, but I've kent Richard Conseltine 
for well-nigh thirty years, and, man, he's 
a mean creature. There's not much he'd 
stick at, I'm thinking, for the price is the 
title and estates of Kilpatrick. Anyway, 
'tis just sober prudence to warn Moya and 
get her awa' oot o' danger. Her proper 
place is the Castle, but if she'll no consent 
to gang there, we'll just find her another 
shelter for awhile.' 

While Peebles and Desmond were ear- 
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nesdy discussing the strange news of her 
resurrection and reappearance, Moya Mac- 
artney was seated alone in the desolate 
tenement known to the country people as 
' Larry's Mill/ 

It was a dreary, tumble- down place, ill- 
fitted for human habitation, and the * Larry * 
by whom it had been owned had long gone 
the way of all flesh. The house itself was 
built on wooden pillars, and consisted of an 
upper and a lower chamber; the former 
utterly abandoned, save in the spring of the 
year, when it was temporarily occupied by 
an old shepherd ; the latter now and again 
used as a sort of byre, or shelter-place for 
cattle. A rough ladder, several rungs of 
which had fallen away, led from the under 
to the upper room. 

The mill-wheel itself, choked with filth 
and weeds, stood still and broken, the 
waters of the stream which had once 
turned it forcing their way through its 
torn fissures and gaps, and forming a slimy 
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pooL On the night of which we write 
there had been heavy rains, and the 
stream, swollen and black, was pouring 
through the moveless wheel with the force 
and the roar of a torrent. 

A truckle-bed with a coarse straw 
mattress, and a few coarse utensils, were 
the only furniture of the upper room. 
The floor was strewn with straw. A rude 
window looked down on the wheel and 
on the dismal pool beneath, and as the 
water roared, and the wind blew, the 
whole building shook as if about to be 
swept away. 

The sound of someone stirring below 
startled the woman as she stood at the 
window gazing silently out into the night 

* Who's .there ?' she cried, turning and 
looking down the open trap-door which 
opened on the ladder. 

* Sure it's only me, ma'am,' said a voice 
— * Larry Monaghan ! I've a message to ye 
from my mother, at the new mill beyant.' 
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As the man spoke^ his head protruded 
through the trap-door. 

*I see yeVe a light convanient/ he 
said, pointing to a tallow candle which 
stood above the disused fireplace. 

* Yes, sure/ answered Moya. 

*Kape it burning, to drive away the 
rats, but mind the sparks — the ould 
timber's like touchwood. But sure it's 
not that I came to say. My mother bids 
ye come over with me to the new mill, 
and shelter there, for sure this is no place 
for a decent woman.' 

*It's only for one more night,' replied 
Moya, * and then I'll be laving for my own 
home in the south. Though I thank your 
kind mother all the same.' 

* Saints above !' murmured Larry. * It's 
not a wink of shleep I could get herel 
They're sayin' the place is haunted by the 
fairies.' 

* Sure they won't harm a poor soul like 
me I' cried Moya, with a musical laugh. 
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* Thin ye won't come ? It's only a 
short stretch down the hillside.' 

^ rU stay where I am, thank you/ was 
the reply. * I'm a sound sleeper, and even 
when I'm waking, I've my thoughts for 
company. It will be getting late ?' 

* Past ten o'clock,' said Larry, * and the 
rain's falling heavily. I'm concerned to 
leave ye here, in a place so lonesome T 

*The Lord will watch over mel' 
answered Moya, crossing herself. 

* Amin V said the man. * Then I'll say 
good-night 1' 

* Good-night 1' 

With a dubious shake of the head, 
Larry disappeared, and immediately after- 
wards she heard the sound of his retreating 
footsteps below. He was whistling as he 
went, doubtless to keep up his courage, 
for, like most of his class, he was super- 
stitious. Presently all was silent, save for 
the dismal murmur of wind and water. 

Left alone, Moya sat on the bedside, 
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looking at vacancy and thinking. Presently, 
with a deep sigh, she rose, placed the 
lighted candle for safety in a tin bowl on 
the floor close to the bedside, and then, 
kneeling down, covered her face with her 
hands and prayed. 

For a long time she remained thus, 
praying silently. The wind howled, and 
the water roared, but she did not stir. 
When at last she rose, her fair face looked 
calm and peaceful, as if the hand of an 
angel had been placed upon her suffering 
brow. Then she threw herself on the bed, 
and after a time fell asleep. 

How long she slept she never knew; 
but she was wearied out, and her sleep 
was sound. Suddenly, with a start of 
terror, she awakened. The candle had 
gone out, and the place was in total dark- 
ness. As she lay trembling and listening, 
she heard, above the moan of the elements, 
the sound of something moving in the 
room below, and saw, through the trap- 

191 



LADY KILPATRICK 

door^ a gleam like the light from a lan- 
thom. 

* Who's there ?' she cried. 

There was no answer, but the light 
immediately disappeared. 

Moya was not superstitious, and much 
sorrow had given her unusual courage. 
She sat up in bed, listening, and heard 
again a sound from below — this time like 
retreating footsteps. 

* Sure it was only my fancy,' she thought, 
*whcn I seemed to see a light yonder. 
Twill only be some of the poor mountain 
cattle sheltering from the storm.' 

But at that moment a red gleam came 
from the room below, and before she could 
spring from her bed and look down the 
gleam had become a flame, lighting up the 
place like dawn. Conscious now of a real 
and awful peril, she endeavoured to descend 
the ladder, but a column of mingled smoke 
and flame drove her back, suflFocating. 

The room below was a sheet of fire, 
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and piled against the walls was a heap of 
dry hay and straw, burning brightly, with 
flames that leapt up and caught the rotten 
timbcn With a scream she again attempted 
to descend, but was instantly driven back. 
Then, scarcely knowing what she did, she 
closed the trap-door, and rushing to the 
window, threw it open. 

She realized the truth now. The sounds 
she had heard, the light she had seen, had 
been made by human beings, and whether 
by design or by accident, the mill had been 
set on fire. Poor soul, she did not yet 
understand that there were men living in 
the world who would do even a deed like 
that to compass a fellow-creature*s death. 

As she stood terror-stricken, a tongue 
of fire crept through the floor and caught 
the loose straw with which it was strewn. 
At this fresh horror she uttered a piercing 
shriek, for escape seemed impossible. As 
her voice rose on the night, it was answered 
by another from the darkness. 
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* Mother! mother!* 

Her heart stood stUl. Was she dream- 
ing ? Whose voice could it be that 
uttered that holy name? She leant out 
over the mill-wheel, and saw beyond 
her in the darkness the glimmer of a 
lanthorn. 

*Help! helpr she cried; and as she 
cried the whole place seemed rocking be- 
neath, and thick clouds of smoke and 
tongues of fire came up through the heat- 
ing floor. Then again she heard the voice, 
crying and imploring. 

* Mother I mother!' 

* Who's that ?' she cried. 

* Desmond — your son Desmond !' 

. Desmond ! Her son I Even in her 
dire and awful peril she felt a thrill of 
delicious joy. 

*Save me, Desmond, save me!' she 
cried. 

* The water-wheel !' answered Desmonds 
* Climb out from the window, stand oft 
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the wheel, and lape for your life into the 
pool below !* 

Moya hesitated, and again, as the flame 
and smoke thickened behind her, uttered 
a despairing scream. 

*'Tis your only chance for life,' called 
the voice. * Jump, mother darling 1 Sure 
ril be near to help ye! Jump, for the 
love of God r 

It was that or being burned alive. The 
whole mill was now one sheet of flame, 
and the fire scorched her as she stood, 
while the wooden floor crackled and split 
beneath her feet. Crossing herself, and 
consigning her soul to God, she scrambled 
out on the wheel and clung there on hands 
and knees, exposed to the full force of 
wind and rain. 

*Jump, mother!' cried Desmond once 
more. She fluttered forward with a cry, 
and slipped rather than fell with a heavy 
splash into the boiling waters of the pool. 
As she did so her senses left her; she 
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seemed to be sucked down, down into 
some awful abyss ; then she was conscious 
of nothing more. 

When her eyes opened, she was lying 
on the bank of the stream, with the light 
from a lanthorn flashing into her face. 

* Mother ! mother T cried the voice she 
had heard before. * It's Desmond — ^your 
son Desmond I' 

His arms were round her neck, her head 
was on his bosom. Peebles, holding the 
lanthorn, bent over them, tears streaming 
down his wrinkled face. 

* Desmond — my boy '/ she murmured. 

* Mother, my mother T he answered, 
sobbing over her. 

He had watched her drop into the mill- 
pool, and then had plunged in to her 
rescue, catching her as she was swept 
down towards the fall below the mill, and 
swimming with her to the bank whereon 
she now lay. 
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For a long, sacred space the mother 
and son thus strangely reunited knelt 
together, theu* arms about each other, 
their hearts full of a whirl of many 
mingled emotions which made speech im- 
possible. When at last Moya broke the 
long silence, it was with a voice curiously 
calm, despite the deep underlying tremor 
which told by what an heroic effort she 
was able to speak at all. 

* Desmond 1 My son T 

^ Mother !' was all Desmond could sob 
in return. 

* Ye know me ? Ye know who I am ?' 
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^Yes; Peebles has told me/ returned 
Desmond. 

* Ye don't shrink from me ? Ye don't 
despise the poor woman that loves ye ?' 

* Shrink from you I Despise you T 
cried the boy, straining her to his heart, 
and speaking between the kisses with 
which he covered her face, her hands, her 
dress. *Fm like to burst with joy for 
finding ye ! I was alone in the world, 
with scarce a friend, nameless and hope- 
less and homeless, and God has sent me 
ytmf 

He raised her to her feet, and fell on 
his knees again before her, looking up at 
her with eyes bright with fast-running 
tears. 

* Mother ! mother I mother !' 

It was all that he could say, and there 
was at once infinite pleasure and poignant 
grief in his repetition of the word. He 
fell forward, embracing her kiiees. 

' God's good, after all !' said Moya. 
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* Many and many has been the bitter hour 
all these weary years when I thought 
He had forgotten me. Oh, my son, my 
sonT 

She lifted him from his kneeling posture, 
and fed her hungry eyes upon his face. 

' Ye're my own boy, Desmond. I can see 
the face that I remember years ago, smilin' 
at me from the glass, when I little thought 
of the bitter trouble in store for me. I 
can die happy now. There's nothing 
more that God can give me, now that Fve 
held you in my arms and heard you call 
me mother.* 

* Not for many a long year yet, please 
•God/ sobbed Desmond ; ' not for many a 
long, happy year that you and I will pass 
together. Fve something to live for, now 
— something to work for. We'll go away 
together, back to the place you came 
from, and forget the past and all its 
misery.' 

* His face, too T said Moya, who, in her 

199 



LADY KILPATRICK 

passionately loving scrudn^r of Desmond's 
features had let his words pass unheeded ; 
^his face, as it was when I first knew 
him !' 

^ You mean my fether ?' cried Desmond. 
^Fve disowned him ! IVe cast him oflF! 
I have no fether ! — nobody in the world 
but you, mother !' 

^ Hoots, man !' said Peebles, who stood 
blinking and looking on like an intelligent 
raven, * are ye going to retreat just when 
the battle's in your hand ? That's mighty 
poor generalship, laddie !' 

The events of the last quarter of an 
hour had quite banished from Desmond's 
memory the story the old man had told 
him as they had walked from the farmer's 
cottage towards the mill. At this sudden 
interruption he stared at Peebles with the 
empty look of one aroused from a day- 
dream by words which bear no meaning to 
his mind 

'AH this trouble has turned the poor 
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lad's brain/ said Peebles to Mop. * Hae 
ye forgotten/ he continued to Desmond, 

* all that I told ye not an hour syne ?' 

The boy gave a sudden cry of recollec- 
tion, and again threw his arms about his 
mother's neck. 

* Come !' he cried, * come to the Castle, 
and take the place that's yours by 
right.' 

* Not yet, laddie, not yet,' said Peebles. 

* Soft and cunning goes far. My lord's no 
in a condition to hae sic a surprise sprung 
on him wi' no sort o' warning. 'Deed, 
'twould kill him, I'm thinking.' 

* And serve him right !' cried Desmond 
hotly. 

* Hoots, man !' said Peebles again, ' ye're 
in o'er much of a hurry to inherit.' 

* I ?' cried Desmond. * I never thought 
of myself. 'Tis for her, Peebles. Think 
of the long years of misery she's endured, 

of all the anguish — the — the ' His 

voice broke. 
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*Ayr said Peebles. *Yc think as the 
young, who have never kenned sorrow, are 
apt to think. She has sufiered so long 
that anither day or twa will hardly matter 
much, Fm thinking. You must bide a 
wee, laddie. You must trust to Peebles. 
I'm just as anxious to see you and your 
mother get your rights as ye can be yersel' ; 
but lookers-on see most of the game, and 
my lord's head is cooler than yours is like 
to be.' 

*He is right, Desmond,' said Moya. 
* We must think of— of your father, and 
then — ^'tis myself, too, that has need of 
time and need of prayer. If the news had 
come years back, I couldn't have held 
myself back. I should have run to him 
at once. But now — ^'tis not of him I 
think; 'tis of you. 'Tis little enough 
pleasure to me to know that I am Lady 
Kilpatrick, and the love that would have 
carried me to him is gone — gone all to 
you, Desmond.' 
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She fell silent for a time, looking straight 
before her with an expression which her 
two companions strove vainly to interpret 
till she spoke again. 

* Those villains think that they have 
killed me/ she said presently, speaking 
quietly, almost dreamily. * I was thinkin' 
that maybe ' 

'Yes, lassie — I mean Lady Kilpatrick,' 
said the old man, substituting the title for 
the more familiar form of address, with all 
the respect of a good Scot for the upper 
ranks of the social hierarchy. 

' They think Fm dead,' she said again, 
in the same slow and dreamy fashion. 
' Wouldn't it be better if I were dead ?' 

^ God guide us !' exclaimed the old man, 
* her wits are wandering.' 

'No,' she said. *But couldn't I go 
away •quietly to some place where Des- 
mond could come and see me at odd 
times ? I'd not disgrace him, then, nor — 
nor Henry. If Blake will spake the truth, 
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Desmond will be the next Lord Kil- 
patrick^ and that will make me as happy 
as I can ever be this side o' the grave/ 

^ Disgrace me I' cried Desmond. ^ Oh^ 
mother ! how can ye speak so ?' What is 
it to me that I am to be Lord Kilpatrick ? 
Sure, rd rather be the poor Squireen, and 
have you to love and work for, than be 
king of all Ireland.' 

* Weel said !* cried Peebles. * Eh, there's 
the real grit in ye, laddie! But I'm think- 
ing that maybe ye'U find mair virtue in 
the title o' Lord Kilpatrick than ye think 
for. Think o' Lady Dulcie, Desmond. 
Can ye ask her, the bonnie doo, to share 
sic a life as ye'd hae to live for years and 
years to come, before ye've made a name 
and position for yersel' ? It looks easy at 
your age to conquer the world, but the 
fight's a long and bitter one. And then, 
there's the plain justice of the case. Let 
right be done. Your mother's Lady Kil- 
patrick, and you're Desmond Conseltine, 
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my lord's heir, and Fll see them damn'd — 
the Lord forgive me for swearin* ! — before 
rU let yon brace o' murderin' thieves 
prosper at your expense. No, no, Moya, 
my lass. There's nae hurry for the moment. 
We can afford the time to bide and turn it 
over till we've hit on the best means o' 
gettin' your rights — but hae them ye 
shall, and Desmond, too, or my name's no' 
Peebles. But save us a', here are ye twa 
poor creatures standing here drippin' water. 
Ye'U be takin' yer deaths o' cauld. I must 
find ye anither shelter, my lady, where ye 
may bide quiet and canny till matters are 
arranged. I'll ha* to find how the land 
lies, and prepare my lord's mind. I hae't ! 
There's Patsy Maguire's cottage. He's 
gone to Dublin to sell his stock for emi- 
grating to America. He'll not -be back 
for a week, and the bit sticks o' furniture 
are a' there. .'Tis a lonesome place. 
Ye'U not be disturbit, and nobody need ken 
that ye're there. Fll send ye all ye can 
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want by a sure hand. Kiss your son, and 
say good-bye to him for a day or twa. 
Trust to me T 

Desmond and his mother took each 
other again in their arms, and for a minute 
the deep silence of the night was broken 
only by the babble of the brook and the 
sound of their sobs and kisses. Then the 
old mill, which had been blazing furiously, 
though unheeded, fell in upon itself with 
a thunderous crash. 

* Lord save us !' cried Peebles, * come 
awa' if ye don't want the countryside 
about us I It's jest a wonder that 
naebody's come alreatfjH Hootl they're 
coming T 

A noise of distant voices and the 
clatter of feet became audible. 

'QqiA^ quick!' cried the old man. 
^Get WoL hame, Desmond; I'll see to 
your mother.' 

He took Moya by the arm, and with 
gentle violence forced her from the scene, 
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while Desmond moved off in the contrary 
direction. Once or twice he had to hide 
behind trees and boulders from the people 
who were now passing towards the mill, 
attracted from all quarters by the blazing 
timbers. 

Once clear of them, and out again in 
the wide silence of the summer night, he 
tried hard to fix his mind on the events of 
the evening, but his brain was bewildered, 
and seemed like a screw too worn to bite ; 
he could think to no satisfactory result. 
Half mechanically, his feet bore him in 
paths he had travelled thousands of times, 
and he found himsefll'fe last on the outskirts 
of Kilpatrick Castle. Then his wandering 
wits fixed themselves on one image — 
Dulcie ! He stole noiselessly as a thief about 
the great house. It was still as a tofljjl and 
dark, but for a single ray of light^^hich 
shone from a window which he knew to 
be Dulcie's. His heart glowed with love 
and hope. At last she should be his! 
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There was no question now of accepting 
her heroic self-sacrifice. He could give 
her the position that she had a right to 
aspire to. She had descended from her 
lofty station like a pitying angel to love 
the poor, nameless boy. He could raise 
her to a higher. His heart was so full 
of love and pride and triumph that he 
knelt on the turf beneath that friendly 
gleam of light, and prayed to it as a 
devotee would pray to the shrine of his 
favourite saint, the happy tears running 
down his face. 

* God bless my darling !' he said softly. 
* God bless her ? ^ ' 

The desire again to see her face, to 
hear her voice, was too strong to be re- 
sisted. He threw a few pebbles of gravel 
againtt the glass, and a moment later the 
blind was drawn aside. Lady Dulcie saw 
him standing pale and still in the broad 
moonlight, and softly raised the window. 

* Desmond, is it you ?' 
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* Yes, Lady Dulcie. Speak low. May- 
be they're listening. I couldn't stay away 
longer ; I longed so to see you.' 

* m come down to you/ she whispered ; 
* go to the west door.' 

He slipped away, and a minute or two 
later Dulcie issued from the house, en- 
veloped in a white dressing-gown, her 
naked feet glistening in rose-coloured 
slippers. Desmond made an irrepressible 
motion to take her in his arms, but, re- 
membering his soaked condition, drew 
back. 

* Why,* said Dulcie, * you're all drip- 
ping wet, you silly boy ! What have you 
been doing with yourself ?' 

' I've been fishing,' said Desmond. 
' Fishing ?' repeated Dulcie. 

* Yes, sure,' said the boy, with a happy 
laugh. 'I've landed the biggest fish of 
the season. I'll tell ye all about it by- 
and-by, Dulcie. Not yet. 'Tis a secret. 
Haven't ye a kiss for me ?' 
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Dulcie pecked at the cheek he extended 
towards her, making a comic little face. 

* What is your secret, Desmond ?' she 
asked. * Can't you trust me ?* 

* Not yet, my jewel/ said Desmond. 

* Trust me a bit. FU tell you this much, 
dear. Our troubles are over, and FU be 
coming in a day or two to claim ye ! Is 
that as sweet to you to hear as it is to me 
to say, I wonder ?' 

'This is all very mysterious,' said 
Dulcie. 'But you seem very happy, 
Desmond. Won't you tell me what has 
happened ?' 

* Not yet. Wait a bit, and be as happy 
as your curiosity will let you.' 

* You provoking wretch !' cried Dulcie. 

* Fm sure something has happened ; you 
seem so ridiculously happy.' 

' Then I look as I feel. Tell me,' he 
went on, to stave off further questioning 
on her part, ' how are things going on here 
at the Castle ? How is Lord Kilpatiick ?' 
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' He's better in health/ replied Dulcie, 
*but he's very glum and silent, and he 
keeps his room. He has seen nobody but 
Peebles, and Mr. Conseltine, and me. 
He's dreadfully changed — quite sullen 
and disagreeable. Oh, by the way, Mr. 
Conseltine and that son of his were 
out nearly all day, and when they came 
back, about an hour ago, I happened to 
pass them in the hall. They were both 
dreadfully pale, and looked awfully dis- 
turbed and frightened. Has your secret 
anything to do with tkem ?' 

* Maybe,' said Desmond. * Sure, 'tis no 
use you asking questions. But 'tis good 
news I have for you, when the time comes 
to speak. And now, darling, give me 
another kiss, and go back indoors.' 

He tried hard to hold himself from 
embracing her, but his arms were round 
her before he knew it and he strained her 
to his breast with all his strength. 

* I've ruined your gown,' he said peni- 
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tently, when the embrace was finished, 
' but I couldn't help it. You'd draw the 
soul out of a stone when you look like that. 
The mischiefs done now, so 111 take 
another! Good-night, my angel. Sweet 
dreams, and a happy waking for ye ! If I 
stay any longer I'll be breaking down and 
telling you all, and' tis best you shouldn't 
know for a while.' 



212 




CHAPTER XIII. 



FATHER AND SON. 



During breakfast next morning at the 
Castle the two Conseltines, father and son, 
who were usually punctual in their appear- 
ance at meal hours, descended late. They 
were pale and quiet; and Richard, who 
had his nerves very much less under 
control than had his astute and resolute 
parent, was so obviously ill at ease as to 
bring down upon himself the notice and 
comments of his lordship. The old noble- 
man, sick of the seclusion of his solitary 
chamber, had appeared at the breakfast 
table, in hopes that a little cheerful society 
might aid in dissipating the unwelcome 
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reflections which, since Desmond's de- 
parture from the Castle, had beset his 
waking hours and broken his nightly rest. 
At no time gifted with the most equable 
temper in the world, he was particularly- 
snappish and irritable that morning. 

* Your lordship will no' hae heard the 
news, Fm thinking,' said Peebles, stand- 
ing at the sideboard and breaking in 
upon the uneasy silence. His eyes dwelt, 
as if by accident, upon Richard Consel- 
tine's face as he spoke, and the young 
man's pale complexion assumed a greenish 
hue. 

* What news are you talking about ?' 
asked Kilpatrick. 

* There was a fire last night,' answered 
Peebles. 

Richard, conscious of his father's coldly 
threatening eye, spilled half the contents of 
the glass of brandy-and-soda by which he 
had that morning replaced the soberer 
beverages usually in demand at the break- 
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fast table, and conveyed the remainder to 
his lips with a shaking hand. 

' A fire ! Where ?' asked KUpatrick. 

* At the old mill up by the burn/ said 
Peebles. * 'Twas burned to the ground, 
Fm told, and there's some talk of an old 
peasant woman, a gangrel strange body 
that they had gien shelter to, having been 
burned wi' it* 

' God bless my soul !' murmured his 
lordship. * Has the body been found ?' 

Richard emitted an involuntary gasp, 
and clung with his feet to the leg of the 
table. 

' No,' returned Peebles, * not yet. 
There's just the chance it never may be. 
A good part o' the blazing timbers fell 
into the burn and were carried awa', and 
it's like eneuch the body went wi' them — 
or maybe they'll come upon it digging 
among the ruins.' 

* Who was the woman ?' asked Dulcie. 
' Does anybody know her ?' 
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* Nobody that I ken o'/ returned 
Peebles, with an immovable face. *A 
bit tramp body/ 

* Deuced odd/ said Kilpatrick. * How 
could a place like that, miles away from 
anywhere, catch fire? Is there any sus- 
picion of arson ?' 

* 'Deed,' said Peebles, * I don't know 
why there should be. Who is there 
that wad do siccan mischief? To 
be sure/ he added, with a reflective 
air, * the woman might have enemies. 
Those tramps are a waesome lot to 
deal wi' — but it's most likely that she 
did it hersel' by accident, poor thing. 
We'll just hope so, for the sake o' 
human charity — till we get further in- 
formation, anyway.' He looked at 
Richard again as he spoke the last words, 
and had some dilfficulty in repressing any 
sign of the angry scorn he felt at sight 
of the young man's livid face. ' It's 
hard on Larry, dacent lad,' he continued. 
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* rm thinking that your lordship might 
do worse than start a subscription for 
him/ 

* Certainly, certainly/ said Kilpatrick. 
*ril give five pounds. You have my 
leave, Peebles, to say so, and to ask for 
subscriptions in my name.* 

* ril give five,' said Dulcie. 

* I shall be glad to follow so good 
an example,* said Conseltine. He strove 
hard to speak in his usual smooth fashion, 
but his voice sounded harsh and unsteady 
to his own ears. He gave Richard an 
angrily prompting look, and the boy tried 
to speak, but his tongue rattled against 
the roof of his mouth. ' I thought you 
would,* said Conseltine, quickly inter- 
preting the inarticulate sound issuing 
from his son*s throat as an expression of 
charitable sympathy. ' Put Richard and 
myself down for ten pounds, if you please, 
Mr. Peebles.* 

* I thank ye. Lady Dulcie and gentle- 
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men/ said Peebles. *It's good to hae 
feeling hearts/ and the means of proving 
that ye hae them. Fll let ye know any 
later news — if the body's found, or any- 
thing o* that kind.* 

* What the devil's the matter with you ?' 
his lordship asked of Richard, with sudden 
acerbity. Richard was as white as death, 
and shivering like a leaf. 

* It's the heat, or — or something/ he 
managed to stammer out. 

* Let me help you to your room, my 
boy,' said his father. 

He rose, and supported Richard from 
the table, hiding as well as he could his 
pitiable condition. 

* You cowardly fool !* he hissed in 
his ear, when he had got him to his own 
chamber and locked the door. ' Do you 
want to ruin us ? What are ye afraid of, 
ye shaking poltroon ?' 

' He knows !' gasped Richard ; ' 1 could 
see it in his eye ; he knows.' 
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' Knows !' echoed Conseltine scornfully. 

* What does he know ?' 

* He knows that the woman at the mill 
was Moya Macartney/ 

* And if he does/ said Conseltine, * what 
then ? What can he prove ?* 

* He knows more than that, Fll swear !' 
cried Richard. 'I saw him look at me. 
He knows enough to hang us.* 

' Hang us !* repeated the elder. ' By 
the saints, I've a mind to save the hangman 
half his work, you white-livered, croaking 
coward !* 

*If he doesn't know, Blake does,' said 
Richard. 

' Leave Blake to me,' said his father. 

* I'll look after Blake. 'Twill be a ques- 
tion of money ; he'll bleed us pretty freely, 
I expect ; but if he opens his mouth too 
wide I'll bluff him, and swear he dreamt 
it. 'Tis two against one, any way; two 
men of good position and unblemished 
record against one drunken vagabond. 
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They can prove nothing, let them talk as 
they may. Feagus will hold his tongue 
for his own sake, for if the case comes 
before the court there are three to swear 
that he suggested the business. There's 
no danger at all, except from your cursed 
cowardice. Pull yourself together, and 
trust to me. They can prove no motive. 
Why should you and I go burning mills 
and killing old peasant women? Feagus 
is the only creature alive who knows 
that we were aware of Moya's identity. 
Keep a cool head, and youll be Lord 
Kilpatrick before long/ 

The task which Peebles had undertaken 
was no easy one, and the more he con- 
templated it, the more dilfficult it seemed 
to grow. He racked his brains over the 
problem of how to make known to one in 
so precarious a condition of health as Lord 
Kilpatrick the secret of Moya's continued 
existence, and of her presence in the 
neighbourhood. The difficulty was com- 
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plicated by the cowardly and criminal 
attempt on her life by two members of 
his lordship's femily, for the honour of 
which the faithful old servant was deeply 
concerned. That two such scoundrels 
should still be permitted to prey on the 
kindness of his master, and diminish 
Desmond's patrimony, was intolerable ; 
that they should be publicly charged with 
their crime was impossible. Feagus, too, 
was in the same boat, and must also be per- 
mitted to escape, for it was impossible to 
denounce him without bringing the crime 
of the Consel tines to light. But, then, 
there was the chance — the strong chance 
— of the gossip of the countryside bring- 
ing to their ears the knowledge of 
Moya's continued existence, and what three 
such scoundrels might do to cover their 
unsuccessful attempt, and to secure 
their endangered booty, it was hard to 
say. 

The need for decisive action was press- 
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ing, but in what direction was that action 
to be taken ? One course, and one course 
only, seemed to Peebles clear for the 
moment. It was in his power to secure 
Moya*s safety from any further attempt. 
That could be done by simply telling the 
two villains now in the house that their 
nefarious proceeding of the night before 
was known. Once resolved, Peebles was 
as bold a man as any that ever trod shoe- 
leather; and with such a weapon as was 
furnished by his hold over the two Con- 
seltines he would have faced an army. 
His resolution taken, he walked with an 
assured foot upstairs to Richard's bedroom, 
and knocked at the door ; it was opened 
by the elder man. 

' I*d like a word with you, if you please, 
Mr. Conseltine,' he said. 

' Presently, Mr. Peebles, presently,* said 
the other, who did not care to expose his 
son and confederate to the old man's keen 
eye in his present pitiful condition of 
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nervous excitement. * We have business 
of importance together/ 

* It must be business o* very great 
importance,' said Peebles, ' if it can't wait 
till mine is finished/ 

Conseltine's hard eye dwelt on the old 
man's face, and his lips twitched in a 
hopeless attempt to maintain their im- 
passivity. 

* You arc importunate, my old friend/ 
he said. 

' Ye'd better listen to me,* returned the 
grim old servitor. 

Conseltine stood aside to allow him to 
enter, and closed and locked the door 
behind him. Richard was seated on the 
bed. He made a terrible and clumsy 
effort to seem at ease as Peebles' gaze 
passed lightly over him before it settled 
again on his father. 

' Well, sir ?' said Conseltine as calmly as 
he could. 

* Before making the communication I 
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hae to make/ said Peebles, his usual slow 
and deliberate drawl more slow and 
deliberate than ever, *I hae to tell ye 
that, but for the honour o* the house 
I've served man and boy for five-and-forty 
years, I should have conseedered it my 
duty as a good citizen to hand you and 
your son, Mr. Richard Conseltine, here 
present, into the hands o' justice/ 

Neither of the persons he addressed 
making any reply to this preamble, Peebles 
continued : 

* When Larry's mill was burned down 
last night, the woman once known as Mojra 
Macartney, best known to you and me, 
Mr. Conseltine, as Lady Kilpatrick, was 
leeving there.' 

That Conseltine knew of Moya's claim 
to the title Peebles gave her was only a 
shrewd guess of the latter's, but the start 
and pallor with which Conseltine heard 
the words showed the old man that the 
shaft had struck home. 
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•The mill/ continued Peebles, *was 
fired by you and your son there, in 
complicity wi* one Feagus, the lawyer, 
wi' the object of destroying the unfortunate 
lady, your brother's wife/ 

Richard gave a sort of feeble gulp at 
this, and cowered terror-stricken on the 
bed. 

*It's by no virtue o' yours, Mr. Con- 
seltine, that your wicked will was not 
worked. Moya Macartney, Lady Kil- 
patrick, is alive and safe. She was rescued 
fi-om death by her son, Desmond Con- 
seltine, sole lawfully begotten son and heir 
of my master. Lord Kilpatrick.' 

* Damn you !* cried Richard, leaping 
from the bed at these words with a flash 
of hysteric anger conquering his fears. 
* You come and tell us this ! Father !* 

* Hold your tongue !* said the elder man 
quietly. * Don't play the fool, Richard 
Conseltine/ 

Peebles looked at him with a kind of 
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loathing admiration of his courage and 
coohiess. 

* If you've any more to say, Mr. Peebles/ 
Conseltine continued, * you'd better get it 
over.' 

* Just this,' said the old man : * ye'll hold 
your tongue about the business till I see fit 
to speak. Ye'll cease to trade on his 
lordship's generosity, and rob the poor lad 
ye've kept out of his rights all these years, 
and the poor woman yeVe tried to murder. 
And if in a day or two ye can manage to 
find some business o' sufficient importance 
to tak' ye awa' oot o' this place, and to 
keep ye awa' oot o't for the rest o' your 
natural lives, so much the better. I don't 
think,* he added reflectively, as he scraped 
his lean jaws thoughtfully with his long 
fingers — *I don't think there's any ither 
thing to be arranged. Ye'd better keep 
clear o* Blake, perhaps.' 

'One word, Mr. Peebles,' said Con- 
seltine, as the old nian turned to go. 
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•When do you intend to break to my 
brother the news of — of that woman being 
alive r 

*I canna preceesely tell ye/ returned 
Peebles. * As soon's I think he's strong 
enough to hear it In the mean time, 
Mr. Conseltine, ye'd best ca' cannie. Vm 
secret in the game till ye try another 
move ; but if ye do, Fll split on ye, as sure 
as God's in heaven !' 
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LADY KILPATRICK. 

Peebles had left the Conseltines barely 
half an hour when a message was brought 
to him in his pantry that Mr. Blake of 
Blake's Hall would be glad to have the 
pleasure of a word with him. Blake, 
being ushered into the old man's private 
room, immediately demanded whisky, and, 
having been supplied, inquired of Peebles 
what was the news concerning Moya« 

'I met Larry as I was coming here. 
Sure, he's like a madman, raving about the 
poor woman that must have been burned 
wid the mill, though sorra a chip of her 
bones or a rag of her dress have they 
found.' 
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* They're no likely to find anjrthing/ 
said Peebles. * I went straight to Desmond 
last night, and he was just in time to rescue 
her from the awfu' death the villains had 
plotted for her/ 

'Glad am I to know it/ said Blake. 
* Are the rogues laid by the heels yet ?' 

'No/ said Peebles, 'nor will they be, 
wi' my good will. Man, 'twould break my 
lord's heart ! His ain brother, Mr. Blake ! 
his ain brother's son ! No, no. They must 
be let gang, for the honour o' the family, 
though it's a hard lump to swallow, and 
goes terribly against my conscience, that 
twa such wretches should be fi'ee while 
many a decent man's in prison. But 
there's just no help for it And noo, just 
tell me, Mr. Blake, are ye sober — sober 
enough, I mean, to know the value of 
what ye're saying ?' 

* Sober, is it ?' cried Blake. * Soberer 
than I've been this five-and-twenty years, 
bad luck to me !' 
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* Then listen to me/ said' FiceBles. 
^ 'Twas you that married his lordslnp to 
Moya Macartney ?' 

* Twas so/ returned Blake. 

' And ye had really been ordained a 
clerk in holy orders before that time V 

* I had, but when I performed the cere- 
mony I used a ^se name.^ 

^That makes no diffisrence,' returned 
Peebles. * You were a clerg3rman9 you are 
a clergyman, and a clergyman youll die. 
Holy orders are indelible ! I ken that 
much, diough Fm no churchman mysd*. 
Noo, Moya's saf^ and it's my * intention, 
jest as soon as it can be done withoot 
chance of damage to my lord's health, to 
break the news to him, and TU look to 
you to put all possible assistance in the 
way o* proving your possession o' the neces^ 
sary power to perform a legal marriage.' 

' H'm !' said Blake doubtfully. 

^And what the deil d'ye mean by 
« h'm''?' asked Peebles. 
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' You're talkin' mighty aisy/ said Blake^ 
*of my givin' up the only means o* 
livelihood Fve had these years past/ 

* Means o' livelihood,' repeated Peebles, 

* You're doited, man alive ! What has this 
question to do wi' your means of liveli- 
hood?' 

^Just the blackmail that Dick Conseltine 
has paid me to hold my tongue,' replied 
Blake with a beautiful candour. 

* That's all o'er now,' said Peebles. 

* He kens that Moya's alive, and he kens 
that / ken it. Eh, Patrick Blake,' he 
continued, shaking his head reproachfully 
at the burly figure opposite him, *ye'vc 
been a sad scoun'rel in your time, I doubt. 
But ye helped to save that puir lass's life, 
and I'll no be hard on ye. What can be 
done for ye in reason shall be done. 
Maybe the wages o' honesty won't amount 
to as much as the wages o' sin, but ye'U 
hae a clearer conscience to mak' up the 
balance. I can promise naething, but FU 
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speak to Desmond and my lord. I'm 
thinking ye'd be best oot o* the country. 
Some hundred pounds and a passage to 
America would suit ye fine/ 

* Emigration !' said Blake. ^ Twas that 
Dick Conseltine was advising the other 
day. Faix, yeVe all in a migh^ hurry 
to get rid o' poor old Pat Blake. Well, 
Peebles, I'll trust ye. IVe always found 
ye square and honest, and I like the boy. 
I'd rather see him with the title than that 
ape cub o' Dick Conseltine's, any day of 
the year. As for the help I can give ye, 
well, there's me licence to preach, marry, 
and bury, signed by the Bishop, and 
granted at Maynooth College. IVe got 
it at home at Blake's Hall to this day, 
and faith, if that's not enough, I can 
find a score o' people at my old cure 
who'll remember me and swear to my 
identity.' 

At this moment he was interrupted by 
a rap at the pantry door, and a servant 
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announced that Peebles was needed in my 
lord's chamber. 

* Wait here/ said the old man to Blake. 
* m no' be long/ 

Peebles mounted the stairs, and found 
Kilpatrick seated at the open window of 
his room. He gave some commonplace 
instructions which could quite easily have 
been fulfilled by any other servant in the 
house. Peebles, who knew his master's 
mind as though he had made him, obeyed 
the orders, and stood at his elbow silently. 

* Well, Peebles ? well ?' asked Kilpatrick. 

* Well, my lord ?' said Peebles. 

* What are you waiting for ?' 

* For your lordship's orders.' 
Kilpatrick sat twisting his fingers in a 

nervous silence for a second or two, and 
then abruptly asked : 

* Where's Desmond ? I suppose you've 
seen him lately ?' 

' Ay !' said Peebles, ' I saw him last 
night.' 
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' And what had the young scamp ta ^ 
for himself? Still on the high hors^ I 
suppose ? When does he propose to 
honour my house with his presence again?' 

* God forgive us !' said Peebles, shaking 
{lis head at his master with a mournful 
reproof. ^ '^ Still on his high horse/' 
quotha I 'Tis you that are walking wi' 
the bare feet o' conscience in the mire o' 
repentance, if your silly pride would let 
ye own till it/ 

Kilpatrick tried to look angrily at the 
old man, but the continued slow shake of 
Peebles' head, and the calm penetration of 
the eyes that dwelt on his, cowed him. 

^ I ask you, Peebles,' he cried suddenly, 
^ is not my position a hard one ?' 

* Sair hard,' said Peebles ; ^ but ye made 
it yoursel', and ye hae nae right to 
grumble.' 

* It's harder than I deserve,' cried Kil-* 
patrick« *If — ^if it was the — ^thc just 
measure of punishment for — ^for that siUy 
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indiscretion of years ago/ I should not 
complain, but ' 

* My lord !' said Peebles, * dinna gang 
beyond God's patience. " Just measure o' 
punishment !" ** too hard !" I wonder ye 
hae the presumption to sit in that chair, 
and talk to me that ken the circum- 
stances/ 

' Hold your tongue, confound you 1' said 
his master. 

* That will I no*; returned Peebles, * till 
as your speeritual weelwisher and your 
carnal servant I hae done my best to 
purge your heart o' the black vanity yc 
cherish.' 

* Go to the devil, you canting old 
scoundrel I' screamed Kilpatrick. 

* After your lordship,' said Peebles 
suavely, and flowed on before the angry 
old gentleman could stop him. ' You say 
your lot's a hard one ? You complain that 
Providence is punishing you too severely ? 
Man, yc are just like a spoiled child, that 
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sets a house afire in his wantonness, and 
then thinks he's badly treated because he 
gets his fingers burnt Your lot a hard 
one ! What about the lot o' the innocent 
lass that trusted ye, and that ye ruined and 
dew ? What about the bright bonny lad 
that God put it into his mither's heart to 
send here t' ye, that should hae been a 
sound o' peace in your ears, a light unto 
your eyes, a sermon to your understanding, 
ilka day this eighteen years bygone ? 
What about his shame and anguish, his 
loss of respect and belief in all his kind, 
because you, the one man he loved and 
trusted most, turned to base metal in his 
sight ? And ye are hardly treated ! Gin 
ye had your deserts, Henry Conseltine, 
Lord Kilpatrick, ye'd be on the treadmill 
at this minute. There's many an honester 
man than you that's praying God this 
minute for bread and water to stay his 
carnal pangs, while ye sit here, full o' 
meat, and pufied out wi* idleness. IU« 
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treated ! Ma ceitie !' cried the old man, 
with a fall from an almost Biblical 
solemnity of phrase to latter-day col- 
loquialism which would have seemed 
ludicrous to any third person. * Ye're no 
blate ! Perhaps ye'd like a step up in the 
peerage for havin* ruined an honest lassie 
and broken a poor lad's heart ?' 

' Upon my soul/ said Kilpatrick, twisting 
in his chair, ' I don't know why I stand 
your infernal impudence.' 

' For the same reason/ returned Peebles, 
' that you stand the infernal impudence o' 
your ain conscience. Ye've been trying to 
drug and bully that into quiet a' these 
years, and ye've no succeeded yet, and ne'er 
will, the Lord be praised ! Ye ask,' he con- 
tinued, * if Desmond's on his high horse yet? 
Ay, is he — on a higher horse than ever/ 

' What do you mean ?' asked Kilpatrick. 

^ Circumstances have come to light this 
last day or twa,' said Peebles, ' that put a 
new complexion on a' this business/ 
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'What circumstances ?* asked his lord* 
ship wonderingly. 

'Strange circumstances/ said Pedbles. 
' I've news for ye that'll mak' your ears to 
tingle, Fm thinking/ 

' Curse you !' cried the old man ; 'can't 
you speak out, instead of jibbering and 
jabbering in this fashion, you old death's* 
head!' 

' Ye're a foul-mouthed person, Lord 
Kilpatrick/ said Peebles dryly, ' but let that 
flea stick to the wall. I've news for ye 
that it will tak' courage to listen to/ 

' Man alive !' cried Kilpatrick ; ' for the 
love of God don't waste your time and 
my patience in this fashion I What is 
your news ?' 

' Just this/ said the old man slowly and 
deliberately: 'The marriage with Moya 
Macartney, that ye believed to be a 
sham marriage — the more shame to ye for 
it — ^was no' a sham at all, but as goo^ 
a marriage as Mras ever made betvreoi 
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man and maid on this earth, and as 
binding !' 

Kilpatrick stared at him like one 
distraught, breathing heavily, and grasping 
the side-pieces of his armchair with 
twitching fingers. 

*'Tis sooth Fm tellin' ye,' returned 
Peebles. 'Blake was in holy orders. 
He'd been deprived of his cure and he per- 
formed the ceremony under a &lse name, 
but he'd ne'er been disfrocked. Desmond 
is your lawfully begotten son — ^your heir !' 

Kilpatrick's reception of this astounding 
news fairly astonished the old man. After 
the first dumfoundering effect of the 
communication had passed, Kilpatrick 
sprang from his chair, his face flushed, his 
eyes glittering. 

' Is it true ? Is it true ?* 

' True as death 1' responded Peebles. 

* Where is he ?' cried the old man. 
* ^or God's sake, Peebles, bring him here I 
Let me see him !' 
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His face darkened with a sudden ex- 
pression of doubt. 

'Peebles,* he cried brokenly; * you're 
not playing with me ? You're not de- 
ceiving me ? I've been a good master to 
you these years past ; you couldn't — ^you 
wouldn't ' 

'God forbid!' said Peebles. 'It's 
gospel truth/ 

* But/ asked Kilpatrick, ' why has Blake 
been silent all these years ?' 

^ Because/ said Peebles, \ Richard Con- 
seltine has made it worth his while.' 

* By Heaven !' cried the old lord, ' I'll 
break every bone in Dick's body ! Peebles, 
you don't know what I've suffered all 
these years. Even from you I've hidden 
my miseries. I've looked at Desmond, 
standing side by side with that ugly cub 
of Dick's, and ground my teeth to think 
that I couldn't leave the title to him. 
God bless you, Peebles — God bless you 
for the news ! 'Fore Gad ! I shall go 
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mad with joy. Peebles, 111 double your 
wages if you'll get the boy here in an 
hour from now. What are you standing 
glowering there for ? Run, you old 
rascal, run, and bring Desmond to me! 
My eyes are hungry for him ! TU ac- 
knowledge him before the world I He 
shall marry Dulcie before the week's out, 
and rU live to nurse my grandson yet ! 
Dick's face will be a sight to see when he 
learns that I know this/ 

Peebles did not move. He was re- 
volving in his mind the wisdom of at once 
breaking to Kilpatrick the news that the 
wife he deemed dead was living. 

' Desmond shall do that,' he said to 
himself. *Ay, Desmond shall db that. 
'Twill come better from him. My lord's 
heart will be softened. 'Twill be less of a 
shock than if / told him. Ay, ay,' he 
said aloud, as Kilpatrick impatiently bade 
him begone and fetch Desmond. 'He 
shall be here inside an hour, my lord.' 
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^ God bless you, old friend/ said his 
lordship, shaking hands with him. * You're 
a pragmatical old Puritan, but you've 
taken ten years off my age to-day/ 

Peebles descended to the pantry, where 
he found Blake still in intimate converse 
with the whisky bottle. 

* Mr. Blake, would ye do my lord and 
me a service ?' 

* By my troth, I will, then,' said Blake. 
Peebles called a groom, and bade him 

prepare a horse and carriage. 

' I want ye, Mr. Blake, to drive to 
Maguire's cottage over at Cornboy. There 
you'll find Moya Macartney — tell her she 
must come with you. Then drive on to 
Doolan's Farm, and pick up Desmond. 
Bring them both here, and I'll have a boy 
posted in the road to warn me that ye're 
coming.' 
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THE MOVING BOG. 

In a state of mind bordering as closely on 
frenzy as was possible in so very cold and 
calculating a nature, Conseltine made his 
way to the neighbouring village of Cor- 
dale, where, in a disreputable inn bearing 
the pretentious title ' Hotel/ his confederate 
Feagus was waiting the issue of events. 
He found the worthy seated in a parlour 
leading off the main chamber, or taproom, 
playing cards with the landlord, a truculent- 
looking ruffian in shirt-sleeves. 

As Conseltine entered, Feagus looked 
up with a grin, but, seeing at a glance by 
the expression of Conseltine's face that 
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something unusual had occurred, he threw 
down his cards and rose to his feet. 

* Business before pleasure, Pat linney/ 
he said. ^ Here's a client, good luck to 
him ! Will ye be seated, Mr. Conseltine ?' 

*No, no/ was the reply. ^Come out 
into the fresh air ; this place is stifling** — as 
indeed it was, from the combined efiects 
of bad ventilation, bad tobacco, and bad 
whisky. 

' What's the matter now ?' sharply 
demanded the lawyer, as they stood to- 
gether in the open street. An Irish 
* mist ' was falling from skies dark with 
heavy clouds, and the prospect all around 
the few miserable huts which constituted 
the ' village ' was miserable in the extreme. 

In a few hurried words Conseltine 
recounted the facts of the interview with 
Peebles. 

*So that's it, is it?' cried the lawyer, 
scowling savagely. 'If I'd been in your 
place, I'd have coaxed the ouid villain into 
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some convanient corner, and knocked him 
on the head/ 

' Nonsense !' said Conseltine. 

^ Nonsense, ye call it ? snapped Feagus, 
showing his teeth like a savage dog about 
to bite. * When you're cooling your heels 
in gaol yell pipe to a different tune.' 

* And you ?' 

^ Don't couple my name with yours in 
that connection, Conseltine. I forbid ye. 
My hands are clane, and the only thing on 
my conscience is that I didn't inform 
against ye.' 

Conseltine's face was livid with anger, 
as the other continued : 

' And it's nice of ye to bring me out 
into the wet to talk with me, as if I wasn't 
a dacent man, except for my dealing with 
the likes of you. I'm tired of doing dirty 
work for one that hasn't the brains of 
a brent goose, or the pluck of a louse — 
I am, sir I How will ye get out of it all ? 
tell me that' 
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^We sink or swim together/ answered 
Conseltine. * I didn't come here to listen 
to abuse. I want your advice.' 

^ Then come in to the fireside/ snarled 
Feagus, moving towards the inn. 

* No I Can't you understand that 
something must be done at once ? That 
old fool is against us, so is Blake; and 
when Desmond Macartney hears that 
we're concerned in his mother's deaths 
he'll never rest till he's hunted us down. 
Come away with me to Blake's at 
once, and see what can be done with 

him.' 

For some time Feagus was obdurate, 
but at last he listened to his companion's 
arguments, and agreed to accompany him 
to Bkke's Hall. The way thither led 
by a track across the open moor or 
* mountain/ and, after refreshing himself 
with one stiff tumbler of Jamieson at the 
inn, Feagus followed Conseltine through 
the drizzling nun. 



THE MOVING BOG 

A dreary day, a dreary prospect. The 
ground was covered with a soft, soaked 
blanket of mud, moss, and heather, and 
low, gray vapours were trailing on every 
side across the rain-washed hills. Not 
one ray of sunlight broke the gloom, but 
far away to seaward moved a white mass 
like smoke, ever shifting and changing. 
The air was strangely still, for the rain 
was too thin and mist-like to produce the 
slightest sound. 

It was a miserable walk of three Irish 
miles from the village of Cordale to the 
valley inhabited by Blake. The two men 
hastened along in gloomy silence until 
they had covered half the distance. Then 
Feagus paused with an oath, and looked 
fiercely into the pale, determined face of 
his companion. 

*rm a fool to follow ye!' he cried. 
' rd be a wiser man if I took the car to 
Sligo, and left ye here to fight the devils 
youVe raised.' 
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* I tcU you that we stand or fall to- 
gether/ said Conscltinc. 

* That's a lie ! If I was an accessory 
before the fact, I can plade insufficiency of 
motive, and turn Queen's evidence. What 
d'ye say to that, now ?' 

Conseltine's face went a shade whiter, 
and its expression a shade uglier, as he 
glanced down at Feagus, and then sur- 
veyed the gloomy prospect surrounding 
him. For the moment his impulse was 
to spring upon his accomplice, and strangle 
him then and there ; but Feagus, though 
small, was wiry, and fierce as a wild cat, 
and would have taken a great deal of 
killing. Momentary as the impulse was, 
it expressed itself clearly on his coun- 
tenance, and was at once understood and 
appreciated by Feagus, who said with a 
savage and spiteful grin : 

* Wouldn't ye like to get rid of me now, 
as jre got rid of poor Moya Macartney ? 
So Fm a thorn in your side, Dick Con- 
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seltine ? By the powers, FU be a bigger 
thorn yet, if ye don't mind what you're 
after !* 

* You're drunk/ returned Conseltine, 
^ and you talk like a child. Come along !' 

And he walked slowly on. 

* A child, am I, and drunk ?' muttered 
Feagus, irresolute whether to follow or 
turn back. * Well, Fm neither too young 
nor too drunk to guess what game you're 
after, my fine gintleman. If Fm not 
before ye, 'tis you that will be blowing the 
gaff, and denouncing me, to save your own 
skin. So I won't leave ye yet awhile, Fm 
thinking.' 

He followed Conseltine at a short 
distance, grumbling and cursing at every 
footstep of the way. From time to time 
Conseltine glanced back to assure himself 
that he was following. >, 

At last, soaked to the skin and splashed 
with mud, they came in view of Blake's 
Hall. By this time the rain had almost 
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ceased, but above the heights which rose 
seaward, beyond the flat valley in which 
the Hall lay, a great mass of vaporous 
cumuli, black and ominous, hung like a 
pall. Between this mass and the hill 
summits was a white space filled with 
smoke-like vapour, with gleams of shim- 
mering silver. The silence had grown 
deeper, but when the slightest sound arose 
it travelled with startling distinctness for 
miles. Here and there, between the valley 
and the hills, were scattered cottages, bright 
patches of green pasture, and clumps of 
woodland. From these, at intervals, came 
the lowing of cattle, the crowing of a 
cock, the cry of a solitary human voice — 
each and all of which seemed to make the 
silence more intense. 

Down to the cottage, or hall, went the 
two men, only to find that they had come 
upon a useless errand. The door stood 
open, but when they entered there was no 
sign of anybody within. Tired with his 
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long walk, Feagus threw himself on a 
stool, and, lighting his pipe, began smok- 
ing furiously, while Conseltine, returning 
to the door, searched the prospect in vain 
for any trace of the man he sought. 

A hundred yards from the threshold 
ran the river, a narrow and shallow stream 
in ordinary weather, but now broadened 
and deepened by the rain. It was boiling 
along at lightning speed, stained deep 
brown by the clay and peat of the moor* 
lands whence it flowed. The stepping- 
stones at the ford, by which one gained the 
road to Castle Fitzpatrick, were covered, 
and to cross at all a man would have had 
to wade nearly waist-deep, at the risk of 
being carried away by the current. 

Like a man lost in thought, Conseltine 
walked over to the bank, and stood looking 
at the water. His mind was in as great a 
tumult as the raging stream. All his 
plans had failed, the whole world seemed 
leagued against him, and he was now full 
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of a nameless dread, a horror of discovery, 
of punishment, and of the accompanying 
shame. Recent events had developed 
everything that was harsh and even savage 
in his nature. He had passed from one 
crime to another, till the blackest of all 
crimes cast its shadow on his soul; not 
that lie felt any pity for the victim of his 
evil deed — ^his dominant feeling was one of 
fierce rage that the deed had been done in 
vain. How to act now he knew not. 
His only hope was in the silence of 
Peebles, whose regard for the honour 
of the family he well knew. His greatest 
fear was of Desmond, should the Squireen 
learn that his mother^s life had been 
attempted. 

He stood so long brooding there, that 
Feagus grew impatient, and came to the 
door to look after him. 

* What the devil are ye doing there ?* 
shouted the lawyer. 

Conseltine looked round, and made no 
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reply. At that moment a strange sound, 
like the £aint shock of an earthquake, 
came from the distant hills. Both men 
instinctively glanced thither, and saw, 
stretching from the black mass or pile of 
cloud behind the hill- tops, a silhouette of 
solid black, in the form of an enormous 
waterspout, its apex in the clouds, its 
base hidden somewhere in the unseen 
ocean. Even as they gazed it burst, and 
for a moment it seemed as if night had 
come, the whole skies being wrapt in 
blackness, and the rain falling in a deluge, 
lashing the ground. 

* Powers of heaven !' cried Feagus, 
clinging to the lintel of the open door, 
and feeling, almost for the first time in his 
life, a ghastly sense of fear. Before he 
could realize his own dread, Conseltine 
stood by him, panting for breath. 

* Look yonder !* Conseltine gasped, 
gripping his companion by the arm, and 
pointing up the mountains. 
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Light now broke from the clouds — 
gloomy light with livid rays; and it fell 
full on a great green stretch of bogland 
covering the mountain side. The mountain 
itself seemed rocking as if with earthquake, 
and simultaneously the bog itself, like 
thick and slimy lava, seemed to be moving 
downward ! 

* Holy saints defend us !' cried Feagus. 

As he spoke, the sound of human cries 
came from the distance, and figures were 
seen wildly moving to and fro. A white 
cottage of stone rocked, crumbled like 
sugar in water, and disappeared from sight, 
washed over by the moving earth. 

Tempest on sea and earthquake are 
dreadful enough, but there is no phe- 
nomenon more portentous than that of the 
moving bog, when the very earth seems to 
become liquid lava, shifting and changing, 
obliterating landmarks, and swallowing up 
whatever stands in the way of its fatal 
course. Such was the phenomenon the 
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two men were now contemplating- 
whole hillside shifting from its place and 
moving downward like a great slow, ever- 
broadening stream, engulfing rocks, trees, 
and human dwellings, bearing fragments 
of these in its course, urging stones and 
rocks along like a river in full flood, now 
halting and pausing to destroy obstacles, 
again rolling relentlessly on. 

In the present case, it was fed with the 
rain of a thousand torrents, which gushed 
along with it and hastened it along. 

Louder and shriller cries soon broke 
upon the air, and groups of men, women, 
and children were seen flying down the 
valley, some driving before them cattle as 
terror-stricken as themselves, many bearing 
blankets, bedding, and domestic utensils, 
all moaning and shrieking in fear. Very 
slowly, but surely and terribly, the bog 
crept behind them, devouring and destroy- 
ing, yet now and then, as if in caprice, 
leaving some dwelling or clump of trees 
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untouched, like an island in a slimy, 
moving pool. 

As emotion spreads from one to another 
in a crowd of living beings, so does trouble 
grow by some elemental sympathy of 
nature among inanimate things. The 
terror and the tumult of the scene we are 
describing seemed to communicate itself to 
the whole landscape. The very river, 
flowing from the opposite direction, and 
winding away seaward by the base of the 
mountains, seemed to boil up ominously, 
surging tumultuously along. A mile 
away there was a wooden bridge, over 
which many of the panic-stricken peasants 
had now crossed, gaining the open vale 
beyond. Suddenly, the supports of this 
bridge yielded to the fury of the waters ; 
the bridge, covered with sheep and cattle, 
with men and women about to follow, 
totteredi yielded, and was swept away with 
its load. 

All this time Feagus and Conseltine had 
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stood fascinated, forgetful of themselves in 
the extraordinary scene they were contem- 
plating ; but now, as the excitement cul- 
minated, they realized their own danger. 

' We must get out of this/ said Feagus. 
* If we don't cross the ford, we'll be buried 
alive !' 

He flew rather than ran towards the 
river, and reached the place of crossing, 
only to stand in abject terror above a 
boiling torrent 

' Saints save us !' he groaned. * No man 
can cross here.' 

He turned trembling, and saw Con- 
seltine standing by his side, pale but 
comparatively calm. 

* What's to be done ?' gasped Feagus. 
Conseltine smiled grimly. 

* Plunge in, man, wade to the other 
side, or swim to it ! It's not twenty yards 
from bank to bank.' 

* I should drown !' cried the lawyer. 

' Better that than live to betray the man 
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that has fed and kept you so many years. 
You talked of turning Queen's evidence — 
go and do it !' 

Feagus recoiled. 

' I didn't mane it, Conseltine — 'twas 
only my little joke. For God's sake, tell 
me what's to be done !' 

' I neither know nor care,' returned the 
other. * Perhaps it's God's vengeance 
upon us for what we've done. Are you 
afraid to die ?' 

Without replying, Feagus looked round 
in despair. The whole mountain-side 
seemed now descending on that portion of 
the valley where he stood, while the river 
wound round and round, between Blake's 
Hall and the open moor by which they 
had gained the lonely vale. There was 
only one way of escape — to gain the 
opposite bank of the river. 

* Tell me this — if we escape out of this 
alive, do you mean to stand by me or to 
turn against me ?' 
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* To stand by ye, to stand by ye !' cried 
Feagus. 

*Then strip off your coat, and follow 
me !' said Conseltine. ' Tm going across. 
If the water takes me off my feet, I shall 
swim to the point below yonder — the 
current swirls that way, and it's shallow 
close to the bank. You'd better come — it's 
your only chance.' 

Suiting the action to the word, Con- 
seltine took off his outer garments, and 
stood in trousers and shirtsleeves; then, 
stooping down, he unlaced his mud-clogged 
boots, and threw them off. Trembling 
with fear, Feagus followed his example. 

Conseltine crept down to the water's 
edge, and leaning forward, tried the depth 
with a heavy blackthorn stick which he 
carried. 

* We can do it,' he said. * Mind you 
stand firm against the current, or you're a 
dead man.' 

Feagus groaned and prayed. All his 
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natural courage had deserted him^ and 
he looked an abject picture of human 
wretchedness. 

* Stop a minute/ he cried ; * Tm out o' 
breath ! ' 

'Stop if you please/ returned Con- 
seltine contemptuously. * Fm going 
across'/ 

Then steadying himself for the struggle, 
and using his stick as a partial support, he 
stepped into the stream, and in a moment 
was fighting with the current. With slow, 
long strides he moved from the bank, his 
feet set upon the slippery bottom. For 
several yards the water reached no higher 
than his knees, but gradually deepened ; it 
at last surged wildly to his waist ; but he 
was a tall man of xmusual strength, and 
nature favoured him. For a few moments, 
as he stood in mid-stream, it seemed as if 
he must be swept away, but, facing the 
current and leaning forward, he held his 
own — then, putting out all his strength, 
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he leaped rather than walked until he 
gained the shallower water on the farther 
side. He had passed safely, and stood 
soaked and dripping, but secure, upon the 
further bank. 

Feagus, who had watched his progress 
with wondering eyes, but with an increas- 
ing sense of hope, still stood crouching by 
the riverside. 

* Come,* cried Conseltine, waving his 
stick and laughing ; * it's easier than I 
thought !' 

*Your staff! Throw me your staff!* 
shrieked Feagus, and glancing round he 
saw the bog descending like a snake 
towards Blake's Hall. Then an extra- 
ordinary phenomenon took place. The 
bog, meeting the river just where the 
bridge had fallen, blocked it like an enor- 
mous dam and then crawled like a monster 
over it. The result was instantaneous. 
The river, arrested in its course, began to 
swell up, deepen, and push backward on 
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itself. There was not a moment to be 
lost if it was to be crossed again. 

' Throw me your staff, for the love of 
God !' cried Feagus. 

Conseltine hesitated for a moment, then 
cast the stick across the flood with all his 
might ; it fell close to Feagus, who gripped 
it eagerly, and then, with a cry, plunged 
forward into the water. His progress was 
at first comparatively easy, but as the water 
deepened, it became more and more diffi- 
cult to keep his foothold. With face set 
hard and eyes protruding, he struggled on. 

After watching him for a moment, Con- 
seltine ran from the bank, followed the 
side of the stream, and stood on the point of 
land of which he had spoken, some forty 
yards below. Standing there, he waited 
for results. 

Straining every nerve, and praying aloud, 
the lawyer reached the middle of the stream, 
and paused for a moment, gasping for 
breath. Then the roar of the flood, and 
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the rush of water and wind, seemed to 
blind and confuse him, and he seemed 
giving way. But with a mighty effort he 
kept his feet, and even then all might have 
gone well with him but for an accidental 
impediment — the half-submerged trunk of 
a tree, which rolled over and over, struck 
the staff from his hands and took him off 
his feet. With a shriek, he was swept 
headlong into the flood, and disappeared. 

Only for a few moments — then, haggard 
and ghastly, his head re-emerged, drifting 
towards the point where Conseltine stood, 
A good swimmer, he struck boldly out, 
and was helped by the current. All he 
was conscious of was the rushing water 
around him, and the figure of Conseltine 
coming nearer and nearer. 

As Conseltine had explained, the current 
swept right to the point, close to which 
there was some shallow water. Strong 
and wiry as a terrier, Feagus made his way 
thither, fighting for his life. He was 
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close to the point, his feet touched solid 
ground, and he could see Conseltine close 
to him, looking calmly down, when his 
force failed him and he was whirled round 
like a straw. 

*Save me !* he shrieked, reaching out his 
hands. 

By wading forward, and gripping the 
hands so outstretched, Conseltine, with 
little or no danger to himself, could have 
drawn him into the shallows, but, instead 
of so doing, he looked at the miserable 
man and made no effort to assist him. The 
opportunity of the moment passed, and 
with a shriek of despair Feagus was swept 
away. 

Pale as death, Conseltine watched him 
until he disappeared altogether, and then, 
pale as a spectre, walked up the riverside. 
He was safe now, and the only man who 
could denounce him and bring any certain 
proof of his guilt was silenced for ever. 
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* The drunken fool !' he muttered, 
* That threat has cost him his life. Had 
he lived, he would have done what he 
threatened to do — so he's better where 
he is !' 

He looked back across the river, Blake's 
Hall stood untouched, but all around it 
was the dark mass of the moving bog» still 
creeping across the vale. Where the bridge 
had fallen^ a great lake of water» fed by 
the river, was spreading and spreading. 
The rain still fell heavily, adding to the 
general desolation. 

He turned and hastened till he reached 
the road leading to the village and Castle 
of Kilpatrick. As he strode along, he 
passed numbers of men, women, and chil- 
dren hurrying in the same direction, but 
spoke to none and was heeded by none, 
until he was close upon the village, when 
he came suddenly face to face with his 
son, 

* Father 1' cried Richard, aghast at the 
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wild figure before him. * IVe been look- 
ing for you everywhere. What has 
happened ?' 

In a few brief words, Conseltine related 
what had occurred — the search for Blake, 
the strange convulsion of nature, his own 
escape, and the death of Feagus. Then 
Richard, on his side, had something to 
tell which made Conseltine sick with rage 
and dread. What that 'something* was 
will be known in the sequel. The result 
of the communication was that father and 
son made no attempt to return to Kil- 
patrick Castle, but within a few hours or 
their meeting had gained the nearest rail- 
way-station and were on their way to 
Dublin. 
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CHAPTER XVL 



IN WHICH LORD KILPATRICK NAMES 

HIS HEIR. 

It was not till Blake was half-way on the 
road to Maguire*s cottage that the per- 
sonal significance to himself of the errand 
with which Peebles had entrusted him 
dawned upon him. His first impulse was 
to tell the driver to return to the Castle, 
and to request Peebles to find another 
messenger. 

' By the Saints, but 'tis a fine business 
Fm in for — a two-mile ride with Moya 
Macartney and Desmond — and 'tis a com- 
fortable quarter of an hour Til be after 
having.* 
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His habitual recklessness prevailed^ how- 
ever^ aided by the thought that^ as the 
bearer of the message of peace^ he might 
have a better chance of pardon for past 
peccadilloes. He arrived at Maguire's 
cottage, which had a lonely and deserted 
aspect, in the bright mid-day sunshine. No 
curl of smoke from the chimney announced 
the presence of an occupant, and the door 
was fast shut. It opened at his knock, and 
disclosed Moya. 

^ God save all here !' said Blake^ with 
his customary swagger rather broadened. 

^Amen to that, Patrick Blake^* said 
Moya calmly, ^ for some of us need His 
mercy. What is it ye want here V 

• Just yourself,* said Blake. • Fm 6rom 
the Castle with a message from Mr. Peebles. 
Ye*re asked for there.* 

Moya turned a shade paler. 

* Is he there — Desmond ?* 

' Fm going on to Doolan's farm to take 
him,' said Blake. *Fve the carriage waitin* 
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here/ He hesitated for a moment , and 
then added, with more show of feeling 
than was common with him : ^ Fm a quare 
sort o* messenger to send on this errand, 
and God knows ye*re little likely to relish 
my society. It's no sort o* use in the 
world to say Tm sorry, or to offer apologies 
for what's past, but I hope it's good news 
Fm bringin* ye. In fact, I know it's good 
news.' He took off his hat with a gesture 
that was almost dignified. ^ Will ye do 
me the honour to accompany me. Lady 
KUpatrick ?' 

Moya drew her shawl about her face 
and walked to the carriage, the door of 
which Blake held open for her. He 
mounted beside the driver, and another ten 
minutes saw them at the farm. Desmond 
was in the yard, seated on a bench and 
engaged in splicing a fishing-rod. At 
the sound of the approaching wheels he 
checked the pensive whistle with which he 
accompanied his work ; and at the sight of 
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Blake on the box of the carriage, he dropped 
the rod to the ground and strode forward 
at a quickened pace and with heightened 
colour. Blake descended and confronted 
him. 

*Tell me this, Mr. Blake/ said the boy ; 
*Fm in a bit of a quandary. There is a 
man I know who's a villain, but he's old 
enough to be my father, and I hear that 
he*s a clergyman, so I can neither call 
him out nor lay a stick across his back. 
What would ye do in my place ?' 

* Faith,* answered Blake, * 'tis a trouble- 
some question. 'Twill take thinking over. 
In the mean time, I've news for ye. Ye're 
wanted at the Castle.' 

* Am I ?' said Desmond. * And who 
wants me ?' 

' Mr. Peebles.' 

* Then tell him,' said Desmond, * that 
when I enter my father's doors again 'twill 
be either to find my mother there, or with 
her on my arm.' 
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' Sure/ said Blake, * she's in the carriage 
at this minute, and going to the Castle 
with ye. Your troubles are over, Des- 
mond — and hers/ 

* Tou have a right to congratulate me 
on that, haven't ye ?' asked the boy with 
scornful anger. 

* Faith ! and if /haven't, who has ?' replied 
Blake unabashed. *And look here, Des- 
mond Conseltine ; in regard to the matter 
ye mentioned just now, sure there'll be no 
difficulty whatever. 'Tis not myself that'll 
take refuge behind a black coat and a white 
choker. Twenty paces or a six-foot ring 
will do for me, and so, my service to ye. 
'Twould ease your heart and end the bad 
blood between us, maybe. But there's 
things more important than divarsions o' 
that sort on hand.' 

Moya's white face appeared at the 
carriage window, and Desmond, with a 
final angry look at Blake, joined her. 
Blake remounted the box and gave the 
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word for home. The coachman^ who had 
received his instructions from Peebles, 
made a detour in order to approach the 
Castle from the back. Moya trembled 
like a leaf as they approached the house, 
and clung tight to Desmond's hand. 

They found Peebles standing bareheaded 
at the back door, waiting to receive them. 

* Moya,' he said — * I beg your pardon. 
Lady Kilpatrick, but the old name comes 
easiest — his lordship has asked for Des- 
mond. He kens that he is his lawful son, 
and the way he took the news was just 
joyfril to see. He repents his past sin, 
he'll welcome the boy back to his hearth 
and home. But he doesna ken — I hadna 
the courage to tell him — that you are 
living. I thought 'twould come best from 
Desmond. Desmond, lad, be gen tie wi' him! 
We a' hae much to forgive each other, 
and — he's your father, man, when a' is 
said and done. Mak' your peace wi' him, 
and then break it to him as gently as ye can. 
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He's in the library. V\\ get your mother 
upstairs cannily into the anteroom, to be at 
hand. Eh ?' he cried, with a quiver in his 
voice and a flash of moisture in his eyes 
which did more than all his entreaties to 
soften Desmond. ' Hech, laddie/ but this 
is a grand day! I can lay down my old 
bones in thankfulness, praising God for 
his mercies. It's a grand day this, and I 
never thought to live to see the like !* 

The old man fairly broke down. Des- 
mond took his hand and pressed it, with 
the tears in his own eyes, and it was in a 
much kindlier mood than that in which 
he had entered the house that he mounted 
the stairs leading to the library. He stood 
for a minute outside the door. His breath 
was heavy, and the beating of his heart 
filled his ears like the pulse of a muffled 
drum. When he knocked, Kilpatrick's 
voice answered from within, bidding him 
enter. 

The old jman was standing near the 
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window, with the light streaming on his 
face, which was very worn and haggard. 
Desmond thought even that his hair had 
whitened a little since he last saw him, 
though so short a time had elapsed. 
Kilpatrick advanced a pace or two with 
outstretched hands, and then paused with 
bent head. A strange mingling of many 
nameless and some nameable emotions 
welled up in Desmond's heart — memories 
of a thousand kindnesses and generosities, 
pity for the proud man humbled — and 
before he knew it his arms were round the 
old man's neck, and they were mingling 
their tears together. Kilpatrick was terribly 
agitated. 

* My son, my son !' was all he could say 
for a time. He repeated the words again 
and again, each time more passionately, as 
if at this moment their wonderful signi- 
ficance had become dear to him for the 
first time. 'You forgive me, Desmend?' 

The boy took the gray head between 
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his hands, and kissed his father on the 
forehead, wetting his face with his tears. 

* It is more than I deserve/ said the old 
man. * I was a scoundrel, a villain ! I 
broke your mother's heart, Desmond, the 
sweetest, purest heart that ever beat. Ye 
can't forgive me for that! Nothing can 
ever take that load from my heart, nothing, 
till I die and she asks God to pardon me.' 

* Father!' said Desmond. 'I have strange 
news for you. Are you well and strong 
enough to bear it ? 

* Nothing can hurt me now,' replied 
Kilpatrick. 

*You don't know what it is,* replied 
Desmond. ^I'm afraid 'twill be a dreadful 
shock to you at first, but a happy one after, 
I hope.' 

*Well,' said the father, with a faint 
touch of his old quickness of temper, 
* what is it ? Speak out, my boy, and tell 
mc. Some scrape you've got into, eh? 
Well, that's forgiven before you tell mc/ 
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* You regret the past ?* asked Desmond. 
*You would make amends for it to the 
utmost extent in your power ?* 

^ I will make amends for it^ Desmond. 
There is nothing you can ask me I will 
not dOy no burden that you can lay upon 
me that I will not gladly bear.' 

' I hope/ said Desmond, after a short 
pause, * that you won't think what Tm 
going to tell ye is a burden. Faith, 'tis 
hard to know where to begin ! Supposing 
— mind, I only say supposing — sup- 
posing my mother were not dead at all, 
supposing she were alive, and came back 
here, would you make the same amends 
to her as you say you'll make to me ?' 

'You — you torture me!' cried Kil- 
patrick. ' Why rake up these painful 
recollections ? Why ask questions of this 
sort, when they can do no good ? Every 
day of my life, for eighteen years past, I 
have repented the wrong I did. God 
knows, if it were possible, I would repair it.' 
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' Ye mean that ?* cried Desmond* 

* God knows I do !' said Kilpatrick ; 
^ but of what avail is it to speak of such 
things now ?* 

* Of more avail than you may think, 
father. Strange things have happened 
this last day or two.* 

Kilpatrick searched his son's face with 
distending eyes. 

* Desmond ! For God's sake, tell me 
what you mean !' 

' I mean/ said Desmond, taking his 
father's hand, * that God has been very 
good to us both, father. If I tell it to 
you too suddenly, forgive me — I don't 
know how to break it properly. My 
mother is alive !' 

Kilpatrick staggered as if the words had 
shot him. 

* Alive !' he gasped. *Moya Macartney 
alive !' 

* Yes, sure,' said Desmond, * and in a 
little while she'll be here, in Ireland.' 
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Kilpatrick sank into a seat^ and sat 
trembling like a man ague-struck. 

' In fact/ said Desmond, ' she is in 
Ireland already, and on her way here/ 

The old man sprang to his feet 

' She is here — she is in the house !' 

Desmond walked to the ante-room door, 
and made a sign. Moya advanced into 
the library, and let slip the shawl from 
her £aicc. 

* God of Heaven !' cried Kilpatrick, fall- 
ing to his knees. ^ Mo3ra !' 

She stood still, looking down on him, 
the broad light falling on her wrinkled 
face and whitening hair. Kilpatrick bent 
his head beneath her gaze, an awful sob 
broke from his throat Desmond closed 
the door, leaving them together : the 
meeting was too sacred to be witnessed 
even by him. 

A long time had gone by, and the 
shadow of the Castle had blotted out the 
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shaft of sunshine which had spread its glory 
of golden green on the lawn when the 
carriage had reached the Castle. Desmond 
still sat alone as a light step crossed the 
floor, and a soft arm was slipped round 
his neck. He looked up and saw Dulcie. 

* You needn't say anything, Desmond/ 
she said. ^Peebles has told me. I am 
so happy, dear, for your sake.' 

He drew her to his side. 

* You loved me, Dulcie, when I was the 
poor Squireen : will you love me the less 
now that I'm to be the next Lord Kil- 
patrick ?' 

* Not less,* answered Dulcie, ' nor more. 
Sure,' she added, with the most musical 
of brogues, * 'twould be impossible !' 



THE END. 
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COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOBOUS WORKS: «' Broad Grins," "My 

Nightgown and Siippert.** ftc. With Life and Frontis. Cr. 8vo. cL e»tr>, Ta, # dl, 

C OLQUHOUN ( M, J.) -EVERY IN C H A S OLDIE R. Po.t rwo m. fai^ 
CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By Catherinb 

Ryam. Cro w n 8vo, In . ; cloth lim p, la. 6«l. 

CONWAY (MONCURlTDirWDfiKSBT: 



DEHONOLOOT AMD DEVIL-LORE. 65 1 llustrationt. Two Volt. 8vo. doth, 
OBOROE WASHINGTOll^S RULES OP CIYIUTY, Fcap.Bvo, Jap, venum , 'J*. MJ 

CTJOirTDUTTONtTIOVELS BY. 

PAUL P08TER*a DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3ii. 64.; post 8vo,illau. boards,9W 
LEO. Poat 8va illuatrattHJ boards. S> a. 

CCfOPER~(EDWARD H.)-GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr, 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
CORNWALt-POPOLA^ROMANCfiS^OP THEHJ^ST OF ESO- 

LAUD; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected 
bv Robert Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Gso.Cruikshank. Cr.8vo. c1.,7«.i 



COtBS (V~. CfiCl[I).-TWO GIRLS OKA SARGE. With 44 Illustii- 

lions bv F. H. Tow wsekd. Post 8v o. cloth, iia. gd. 

CRASBOCK (C. EGBERTTsTdRIES BY. " 

PROPHET OF THE GREAT BHOKT M0UETAIR8. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Sla, 
Hit YAHIBHED STAB. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3«. 6d. 

CRELLIN (H. N.), BOORS BY. 



ROVAHCBB of the OLD SERAGLIO. 28 lUnsts. by S. L. Wood. Cr.8T0.cl..3«. 
TALEB OF THE CALIPH. Crown 8vo. cloth. *Js. 
THE WAIAREWES! A Drama. Crown 8vo, Iw . 

C&IH (MATT.).-AD VENTURES Of A tklk R&B£:L. Crown 8vo; 

cloth extra, wit h a Fro ntisp'ece. .'In. tt«l^$ post Bvo. illustrated bo ards. *<<». 

CROKER'TlRS. B. M.), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo. cloth cTtra, 3m. Gd« 
each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, tia. each ; cloth limp, *2m, Sd, each. 



PRETTY HISS REYILLE. 
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. 
A FAHILT LIKENESS. 



DIAHA BARRINGTOH. 
PROPER PRIDE. 
**T0 LET.'» 



HR. iBRVIS. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cidh. I An. net. 

VIL LAGE TAL E S AMD JU MGLE 1RA0EDI E8. Crown 8vo,c!oth . .1«. 64. 

CSUIKSHANK'S "COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Twcrsi^Iiil 

The First from 183^ to 1843; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of 
the Best Humour ot Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckrtt 
Robert Brough, &c. With numerout; Steel EnKravings and Woodcuts by Cruik- 
SHANK. HiNE, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, yw, Od. each. 
THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIK8HANK. By Blanchard Jerrolo. WithSA 
Illustration s an d a Bibliog raphy. Crown 8 vo. cloth extra. 6 «. 

COMMINO (C."FrG0RD0N)7W0RKS BY. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., »«. 6d. each. 
IM THE HEBRIDES. With Autotvpe Facsimile and 23 Illustrations. 
IM THE HIMALAYAS AMD OM THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 4a Illustrations. 
TWO HAPPY YEARS IM CEYLON . Wi th 28 Illuttraiions. 
VIA CORNWALL T O EGYP T. With PhotoRra^vureJFrontis. Demy 8vo. c l., Te. 6d. 

COSSAHS (JOHN E.).-A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRYT^witVln- 

ftructions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c ; 40R Woodcuts 
and g Colouied Plates. Fourth e ditio n, revised, crown 8vo . cloih exra, 6m. 

CY PLES(W.)— HEARTS of G O LD. Cr.Svo. cl. . 8s. 6d^ -"p^ sTb^. bd s. .2& ' 
QANIEL (GEORGE).-MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME 

*^ W ith I llustrations by Robert Cruikshawk. Crown frv o, cloin extra. Itn, 6d. 

DAUDEt (ALPHONSE).-THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvatioc 

Crown 8vo. cloth ext ra. Jl*. 6d. ; po^t 8vo , illustrated boards, *Jm. 

DAVlDSOir"(fftje^a COLEMAN).-MRrSADLER'S DAUGHTERSw 

With a Frontispiece b y St ani ey Wo od. Cr own 8vo, cloth extra, 3 *. 6d. 

DAVlESTDSrWnerYOMKEOrWMKS BY. Cr. 8vo, l.. ea ; cl., l.. 6d. ea 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS. 
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS iOR THE FAT: A Treatise o n Corpule ncy, and a Dietary for its Car^J 
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown bvo, da.; cloth iimp, 2b. 6d. 




CHATTO & WIN0U8, PUBLISHERS. PICCADILLY. 7 

DAVIES* (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Collected 

and Edited, with Memorial-Introdactioo and Notes* by the Rev. A« B. Grosart, D.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8to, cloth boards, 



DAWSON (ERASMUS, M.B.).-THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. Crown 

8vo. cloth extra, lim, 64. ; post 8vo, ilhistrated boards, !>•» 

DE GUERIN (MAURICE), THE JOURNAL OF. Edited by G. S. 

Trbbutibn. With a Memoir by SAiNTS-BBuys. Translalod from Che aoth Freoeli 
Edition by Jhssib P. FaoTHiwoHAM. Fcap. B^o, half-bonnd, 9». 6d. 

DE MAISTRE (XAVIER).-A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. Traiw. 

lated by Sir Hbnry Attwbll. Post 8vo, cloth limp. i>a. #d. 



DE MILLE (JAMES).~A CASTLE IN SPAIN. With a Frontinxece; 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3e. 6d. ; post 8vo. illostrated boards. 9m, 

DERBY (THE).-THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF. With Brief 

Accounts of Thb Oaks. By Louis Hbwrt Cvkzok. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp. t>». " " 

DERWENT(LEITH). NOVELS BY. Cr.Svo.d.. 3<i.(M. ea.; post 8vo. 

PUB LADY OF TBARB. | CIBCE'S L0YBB8. 

DEWAR (T. R.).— A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. With 220 

Ill ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ta. Od. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, Ulustrated boards. -J*, each. 
BKETGHEft BY BOZ. | W1 CH0LA8 NICKLBB Y. | OLIYEB TWIST. 

THE BPBECHEB 01 CHABLBB DI0KBN8, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography 
Edited by Richard Hbrnr >tHRPHBRD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Oa. 

ABOUT ENOLAIID WITH DICKEHB. By Alfred Rimmbr. With 37 lUuitratlooa 
by C. A. VANOBRHoor, Alpbbd Rimmbr, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, Ta. M» 

DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONABY Of HIRACLBB: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By th« Rev. 

B. C. Brrwkr, LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7a. 6«l. 
THE READEB*a HAVDBOOK Of ALLU8I0H8. BEFEBEH0B8, PLOTS, AND 

STORIES. Bythe ReT. B. C. Brbwbb. LLiO. With an Bmoubh Bibliography. 

Seventeenth Thousand. Crown 8vo. cloth extra Ta. 0d. 
AUTHORS AND THEIB WOBKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, S»a. 
FAMIUAB SHORT SAYINGS OF OBEAT HEN. With Historical and Bxplana- 

tory Notes. By Samubl A. Bbnt. A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7a. 0d. 
BLANO DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. Bvo, cl., tfa. (M. 
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr.8vo.cl., 5b. 
W0BD8, FACTS, AND PHBA8BS: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi- 

the-Way Matters. By Elibzbr Edwards. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7a. IM. 

DIDEROT.— THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Notes, 

by Walter Hbrribb Pollocb. With a Preface by Hbnry Irvino. Crown 8to, 
parchment. 4 a . Od. ^ 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY. 

THOHAS BEWICK ft HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. SqnaieBvo, cloth. Ita. 
FOUR FBENGHWOHEN. With a Portraits. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt t>p, 6a. 
EIGHTEENTH OEHTUBT VIGNETTES. Two Series. Cr. 8 vo. buckra m. 6a. each. 

DOBSON (W. T.)-POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI- 

TIES. Post 8vo, cioth limp. *Ja. 6d . 

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 

Post bvo. illustrated bo«rdi, *Ja. each; cloth limp, tia. 6d. each. 



THE HAN-HUNTER. | WANTED! 

CAUGHT AT LAST! 

TRACKED AND TAKEN. 

WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 

SUSPICION ABOUSED. 



A DETECTIVrS TRIUMPHS 
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW. 
FROH INFORMATION RECEIVED. 
LINK BY LINK. I DARK DEEDS. 
THB LONG ARM OF THE LAW. [Shortly, 



Crown 8vo. cloth. 3m* 6d. each : post 8vo, boards. 9a. each ; cloth, 9a. 6d. each. 
THE HAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-psge Illustrations by Gordom Browwb. 

DOYLE (A. CON AN). -THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE: A Romances 

of the Uitromaotic. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Od. 



8 CHATTO & WINDUS. PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. 

D'RAMAtiSTS. THE~dLD. with vignette Portraits. Cr.8v^cl.ex.,e«. pw Vol. 

BEM J0M80M*B WORKS. With Notes Critical and ExpUnatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifpord. Edited by Col. Cumningham. 1 hreo Vols. 

CHAPIIAM*B WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. 1. contains the Plays 
complete: Vol. 11., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Sssap 
bv A. C. Sa'inhurmb ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MARL0WB*8 WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cumninoham. One Vol. 

M A8B]HGER*B PLAYS. From Ciir yoKD's Text. Edit by CoI.Cuwmi woham. OneVoL 

DUNCAN (SARA JEANSETTE : Mrs. Everard Cotes), WOUKS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, To. 6«l. each. 
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 

selveii. With iii Illu<tra(ions bv F. H. Townsend. 
All AMERICAN GIRL IK LORDOll. With So lUnstrations by F. H. Townsend. 
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF A MEMBAHIB. Illustrated by F. H. TowMsaMXv 

Crown 8v6, cloth extra, 3o« IM* e;ich. 
A DAUGHTER Of TO-DAJN | VER NOr S AUNT. 47 lUnstf. by Hal Hurst. 

DYER (T._F. tmSELTgH rM.A.).---FOLK-LOiEtE OF PLAN TS ^6 «. 

FARLY ENGLISH POEtS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
*^ tion«, bv Rev, A. K. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards^ ••• per Volume. 

FLETCH^R*S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 

DAYIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Volt. 

HERRICK*S (RORERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 

SIDNEY'S (SI R PHIUPt COMPLETE POE TICAL WORKS. JThree Vols. 

BB6CUMBE (Sir E. R. PEARCE).— ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil 

and oajhe Ri ver Plate. With 4 1 Illus trations. Crown Svo, clojth extra. 5s. 

ESlSON,THfi LlFEAINTVENtlOSSOF THOMAS Ar By wTk. U and 

A. Dickson. With aoojllustrations by R.F. Outcalt, &c. I>ouiy 4to, cloth giltf tH»* 

EDWARDES~(MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY, 

A POINT OP HONOUR. Post bvo, illustrated boards, *2«. 

ARCHI E LO VELL. Cro wn 8v o, cloth ^ xtra. .'I n. «d.j^ post 8vo, ijlnst boards, 9n, 

EDWARDS (t:Ll¥ZER).-V/ORDS, FACTS. AND PHRASES: A 

Dic tion ary of Quain t Matters . Crown 6vo, c loth. 7i», tfd. 

EDirASDS"(lirBETHAMOrSOV 

KITTY. Post Bvo, J*. ; cloth, ' Jn. «d^| FELICIA. Post Svo, 3«. 

EGERTON (REV. J. C.).-SUSSEX FOLK AND SUSSEX""WAYS. 

With Introiluction by Rev. Dr. H. Wack, and 4 lUustratiops. C r. Svo. cloth ex., .Im. 

ElBgLESTON "(EDWARD).-R0XY ; A No^lTP ost 8vo.liru7t7bdi: 2s. 
ENGLIiSHMANS HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interest^ in 

Selecting or BuildiiiK a House; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C.J. 
RicHARpsoN. With Coloured F'romispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown bvo, cloth, 7i». (Id. 

£WALD~( ALl:X.~CH ARLES, F;s7AT)rW0RKS~B Y: 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLEB STUART, Count of Albany 

(The YdiNO Prktkndkk). With a Portrait. Crown bvo, cloth extra, y«, (Id. 
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS . With a n Auto ty pe. Cr ow n bvo . cloth. Iw. 

EYES/OUR : How to" Preserve Them. By" ) ohn Browning, iij." 
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREATTIEN. By S.^mukl Arthur 

■*■ Hkst . A.M. F ifth Edition, R evised an d Enlarged. Crown Bvo, clo th extra, 7m, 64. 

fARADAY (MICHAEL)rAVi3BKS~BY, Post 8 vo, cloth extiiTiirSdireich. 

THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juveniie 
Audience. Edited by William Crookss. F.C.S. With numerous Illustration^. 

ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS T& 
EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRER (J. ANSON). WORKS BYi^ 

MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Bm, 

WAR : Thrfle Essa ys, reprinted from " Military Manners." Cr. 8vo. 1». ; cl.. 1 w. IM. 

TEHlMGrMANViLLE), NOVELS BY;^ 

Crown i<vo. cinth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 3e. each, 

THE NEW MISTRESS. [ WITNESS TO THE DEED. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3«. tM. each. 
THE TIGER LILT; A Tale of Two Pasi^ions. | THE WHITE VIRGIN. 



FIN-BEC— THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of 

XJviDg and Diuiua. Post Svo, cloth limp, :)«• Gtl* 



CHATTO & WINDU8, PUBLfBHCRS, PICCADILLY. 9 

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING; or.ThePyro- 

t6Chniit*« Treasnry. By Thomas Kbwtish. With a67 IHottrationr. Cr. 8vo. ch, ji»> 

FIRST BOOK» MT. By Walter Bbsant. James Payn. W. Clare Rus« 

SBix, Grant Allxm, Hall Caimb, Gbokob R. Sims. Rudyard Kiplinq. A. Cohan 
DoYLK, M. E. Braddon, F. W. Robinson, H. Ridbr Haooard, R. M. BailantynBi 
I. Zangwill, Morlby Robbrts, D. Christib Murray, Maris Corelli. J. K. 
JBROMB, John Stranob Wintbr, Brbt Hartb, " Q." Robbrt Buchanan, and k. L. 
Stbvbnson. With a Prefaory Story by Jbbomb K. Jbromb, and 183 Illustrations. 
Small demy 8vo, cloth sxtra, 7 m. gd. 

FITZGERALD (PERCY). WORKS BY. 

THE WORLD BBHIID THE B0EIE8. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ii. IM. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passagss trom Letters of Charlbs Lamb. Post 8vo. cl., de. IM* 
A DAY'S TOURt Joorney throach France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4t0.le. 
VATAL AERO. Crown 8vo » cloth estra, 3e. lid. ; post 8vo, Ulnstrated boards, 9s. 

Post 8vo^ illustrrtsd boards, Sis. esch. 
BELLA DOMHA. I IJU>T OP BRAETOME. I THE 8EC0HD MBS. TILLOTSOH. 
»OLLT« I EEVER fOROOTTEE. I SBYEE TT-FIYE BROOKE BTRBET 

LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of AnolilBleck^ • Two Vols., demy 8vo. cloth. Sl4e. 
f HE BAYOT OPERA. With 60 lUnstratlont and Portraits. Cr. Bva, cloth, 3e. Od. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), WORKS BY. 

POPULAR ASTROEOMT: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by 

i. EcLABD GoRB, F.R.A.S. Withji Plates and 2^ Illusts. Medium 8vo, cloth, lAe. 
AWIA ! A Romance. With 8y Illnstrations. Crown 8to. cloth extra, gn. • 

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ's Victorie 

in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ't Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart. D D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, Oe. 

rONBLANQUE(ALBANY).~FILTHY LUCRE. PostSvo. illust. bds., 2s, 
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. tfd. each; po^t 8vo, Ulnstrated boards. 9«. sach. 
ORE BY ORE. | A REAL QUEEH. I KIHO OR KEAYEf 

ROPES OF BARD. Illustrated. | A DO fl ARD HIS SHADOW. 

Post 8va illustrated boards, Sis. each. 
QUEBM COPHETUA. | OLYMPIA. | ROMAHCEB OF THE LAW. 

JACK DOYLE'S DAUOHTEB. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3e. lid. 
EST HER'S OLOYE. Fcap. 8vo. picture cover. In. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, iilust. bds., 2s. each. 

S KTirS BROTHErs WIFE. j THE LAWTOR OIRL . 

FRENCH UTERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Xjiun. 

Three Vols., demy 8vo, clotn boards, Ts. Hd. each. 

FRI SWELL (HAIN).--qNE OF T WO ; A Novel. Post 8vo, iilust. bds., 2s, 

FROST (THOMAS), WOfiRS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. IM. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE ARD CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. J LIYBS OF THE CORJURERS. 
THE OLD BHOWMER AHD THE OLD LONDOR FAIRS. 

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 

Kdlted by John Lanb. Published Annually. Crown 8vo. cloth, le. Hd. 

HARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo. le. each : cloth limp, Je. lid. each. 

^ A YEAR'S WORK IE OARDBR ARD OREERHOUSB. By Gborok Glbnny. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Unb jBRROLa lUustrated. 

THE OARDEE THAT PAI D THE RERT. By To m Jbrrold. 
M Y OARDEH WILD. By Francis G. Hbath. Crown 8vo. cloth eitr a. ^e. 

GARDNER (MRS. ALAN).-RIFLE AND SPEAR WITH THE 

RAJPOOTS: Being the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern 
India. With numerous Illustrations by the Author and P. H. Townsbno. Demy 
4to. half-bound. 91». 

GARRETT (EDWARD).-THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. Crown 

8vo, c l oth e»t ra, 3e.6d . | p ost 8vo. illustrate d boards, ils. 

fiADLOT (PAULlT^tHl RED SHIRTS : A Storv of the Kivolution. 

Translated by J. A. J. db Villibrs. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3e. ikL 



.lo CHATTO & WINDU8, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. 

GEMTLEM AN'S MAGAZINE. THETIi. MonthW. With St^ic^ 

upon Litentnrs, bciene*, and Art, and **TkBlM TALK** br Sri.TAiiua U 



*«* Houn d Volu $m n /or r§e€ut yean kept w ttoek. Ma. Iki> each. Cm»ts /or binJmg, 9 «» 

OE WTLatJESrSHNNUALt THE. Published Annqally in November, jfL 
GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothen Gmiuu 

and Trantlated by Eooaa Taylor. With Introdoctioo m Joiia RuaaiM. and is Sted 
Plates after Gbokob Cruikshank. Square 8va doth, «■. ttd. : silt aaaaa, 7*^ 6d. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 0VO. cloth extra, 3a. <M. each ; po«t 9wo. Illnitnited boards. 
ROBIH ORJkT. i nU eOLOU IHArT. 
LOYIIO A DRBAH. I 

Pont 8vo. Illustrated boards, sla. each. 



THE FLOWBH OF THB FOREST. 

THE DEAD HEART. 

FOR LACK OF OOLD. 

WHAT WILL THB WORLD EAT? 

FOR THE KIRO. | A HARD KROT. 

gUBBR OF THE MEADOW. 

IB PASTURES GREER. 



IB LOVE ABD WAR. 

A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

BT MEAD ABD STREAM. 

THB BRAES OF YARBOW. 

FABOT FBEB. J OF HIOH DBGBBB. 

IB HOBOUR BOURD. 

HEARTS DEUGHT. | BLOOD-MOBET. 



OIBNEY (SOMERVILLE). -SENTE NCED! Cr. 8vo. Is . ; cl., I s. gd. 

GILBERT (WILUAMX NOVELS BY. Pott Sva fllustrated boarda. 9a. aach. 

DB. AusTirs euBsri i jambs duke, costebmobobb. 

THB WIXABD OF TH E HOURTAIB. J 

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGIN Ali PLAYS BY. Three Series 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Sbribs contains: The Aicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea- 
Charity— The Prtncesa— The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Sbcond Sbriks: Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweetheans—Gretchen—Daal 
Druce— Tom Cobb— H. M.S. ** Pinafore "—The Sorcerer— Pirates of Pensance. 

The Third Series: Comedy and Traiirdy— FogKerty's Fairy — Rosencrantx anl 
Guildenstcrn— Patience— Princess Ida— The Miksdo — RuddiKoie— The Yeo- 
mtn of the Guard— The Gondoliers— The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

EIGHT ORIOIHAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Gilrekt. Containing: 
The Sorcerer — H.M.S. "Pinafore" — Pirates of Penzance— I oUiithe — Patience- 
Princess Ida— The Mikado — Trial by jiirv. Demy bvo. cloth limp. *Ja. 4M. 

THB *«OILBERT ABD SULLIVAN** BIRTHDAY BOOK: guotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected Irom Plays by W. S. Gilhirt set to Music by Sir A. 
SuLLiV AW. C ompiled by Alex. Watson. R oyal ifmio , Jap, leather, *Jii. <M. 

GLANVrtLE (ERNEST), NOVELS by; " 

Crown Hvo. cloth extra, 3m. ttd. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 9a. each. 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love. Battle, and Adventure. With a Illusts. 
THE F066ICKBR : A Romance of Mashonaland. With a Illusts. by Hume Nisb£T. 
A FAIRCOLOH^T. 

CLENNY (G£ORGE).-A YEAR'S WORK in GARDEN and GREEN- 

HOUSE: Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manai^ement ot the 
Flower. F ruit and Fram e Gard en. Post 8vo._l».: cloth limp, !■• ttal. 

GODWIN (WILLIAM )7=L1VES OF THE NECROMANCERSTHFc^i 

hvo. cloth limp. Jw . 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encvdopxdia of 

^)uoTATiONS. Edited by THRor»oRK Tavi.or. Crown 8vo. cloth gill, ^'a. od« 

ffONTAUfrilEMOIRS~OF^HE DUCHEJSSE DETc^v^ri^telSlbe 

Children of France), 1773-1836. With Photogravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., small 
demv 8vo, clotji^extra^illa. 

GrOODMAN (£. J.);-FAtE OF HERBERT^WAYNIE. Cr.Svo^SsTed. 
GRAHAM (LEONARD). -THE" PROPESSOR'JS WrfET^ATstofy. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover. J«. 

CREEKS" "AND~ROM ANS, THirLTF£^OT"THE, described"7roin 

Antique Monuments. By Ekmst Ouhl and W. Koner. Edit»-d by Dr. F. HtJEFf kr. 
Wi th 5 4^ Illustrations. _LarRi' crown 8vo. cloth extra. Ta. <WI. 

CREVILLE~(HENRY), NOVELS JBY : 

RIRAHOR. Translated by Eliza li. Chase. Po9t 9vo, illustraterl boards, 9*. 
A BO£LB WOHAM. Crown bvo, clo h estia, Aa. ; post tvo, iiiustiaitd buarda, ;!«• 
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GREENWOOD (JAMES). WORKS BY. Cr.8vo.cU)<h extra. 3*. IM. each. 
THB WILDB OP LOM DOl f . | LOW-UFE DEBP8. 

GRIFFITH (CECIL).-CORINTHIA MARAZION: A Novel Crown 

8vo, cloth extra. 3a» <ld. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ijg. 

ORUNDY (SYDNEY).-THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage in 

the Life of a Young Man. Crown »vo. cloth extra. ;!<» 6tl.} post ^vo, bo^rd<. 9w, 

UABBERTON (JOHN, Author of "Helenas Babies"). NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards ila* each ; cloth limp, 9a. ttd. each. 
BRUETQH*8 BAYOU. I COUNTRY LUCK. 



HAIR, THE : its Treatment in Health. Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pmcua. Crown 8vo. la. < cloth. I*. 6ii. 

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr. svo. ci. ex . 6...aach. 

HEW SYMBOLS. | LEO BBDS OP THE MORRO W. | THE SERPEIT PLAY. 
■ MAIDEE ECSTASY. Small 4to. cloth extra. »a. 

HALL (MRS. S. C.X-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. With 

numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Macliss. Gilbemt, UaRVsr, and 
. Gt OROB CauiKBHANK. Small demy Sro, c.'oth extra. Ta. Od. 

im;aiaYlAKt)REW).-EVEftY-PAY~PAPEftS. t>ost 8vo.'Sr~ 

HANbWfilTmO. THE PHILOSOPHY OP. With over loo tacsimiles 
and Explanatory Tent. By Dow Faux dx Salamanca. Post 8vo. cloth limp, ^la. ltd. 

Hanky-panky : Easy Xncks, WhUe Magic. Sleight of Hand, &i:. 
Ed ited by W. H. CaBttaa. With aoo Illustratio n s. Crown Svo. cloth ertra. 4«. IWI# 

HA RDY (LADY DUFFOS).~PA UL WYNTER'S SACRI F ICE, 2s : 
HiRDY (THOMAS). -UNDER THE GREENWOOD TRlBE. Crowi 

Svo. cloth extra, with Portrait and 13 Illustrations, 3a« 6d. | post Svo, illustrated 
boards, ga. ; cloth limp, ^>a. 6d. 

HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy Svo, cloth extra. l«a.eacb. 
THE BRIGHTOV ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 
FROM PADDIBOTOlf TO PEEZAECE; The Record of a Summer Tramp. 105 Illusts. 

HXRWOOD (J. BERWICK). — THE TENTH EARL. Post bvo, 

illustrated boards, g a. 

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo. cloth extra. «U. each. 
THE ART OP BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontiapiece and 91 Illuatiacions. 
THE ART OF DECORATI OM. With Coloured Fro ntispiece and 74 Illustrationa. 
THE ART OF DRESS. With 3a Illustrations. Poat Svo, la. i cloth, la. «M. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demv Svo. cloth limp. ila. 0«. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDRBE. 38 Illusts. (8 Coloured). Sm. 4to, cl. ex^ra. 3<. Iki. 

HAWEIS (Re V.H.R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS: Washington 

laviNO. Olivbr Wxndbll hoLMaa. lAMsa Ru8sbll Loweli^ Artbmus Wari^ 
Mare Twatk, and Bayr Hartb. Third Edition. Crown Svo. c lot h extra. 6 a. 

HAWLEY SMART. ^=^WltHOUT LOVE OR LICEN(JE: A NoveL 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3«. 4M. t poat Svo, illustrate d boards, ala.^ 

HAWtHO&NE (JOOAN), KOVEOTbT: 

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3<». 0d. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, ila. each. 
OARTH. I ELLICE QUEETUI. I BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST. 

SEBA8TIAE STROME. DAVID POIEDEXTER. 

FORTUEE*SFOOU | THE SP ECTRE OF THE CAMERA. 

Post Sto, lUostratad boards, ila. each. 

MISS CADOONA. | LOVB-OR A EAME. 

MRS. OAIES BOlOUOyS DlAtl6llDt. feap. Svo. illustr ated cover, la. 

BAWTHORNE (NATHANIEL). -ODR OOB HOME. Annotated witli 

Passages from the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures 
Two Vols., crown Svo. bockram, gilt top, 1 jia. _,,_^ 

HEATH (FRANCIS GEORGE).-MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT 

I ORBW THERE. Crown Svo. cloth extra, gilt edgea. 6a» 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post svacioth limp, :ia.M. mo* 

AHIMALS AEO THEIR MASTERS. I SOCIAL PRESSURE. 

IVAR DE BiROE : A Novel'. Cr. Svo,~cl. extra, 3a. «d. t post Svo, UliuL bdl., ii** 
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HENDERSON (ISAAC).-AOATHA PAGE : A Novel. Croun Svo, 

cloih ex tra. ai»» < fal. 

BENTY (G. a.), novels BT. Crown 8VO, cloth extra. 9». Hd. each. 

BUJUB THB JUOOLBH. B lilutti. bf Stanlby L. Wood. PussMTAnoM Eoi,a«« 
D O» OTHT*S DO U tlLE. 

RERBAN (H£NRY).-A leading lady. Post 8vo. iiliutnted 

_ boards, ^m, t cloth ext ra. *J«, I K. 

HERRICK'S (ROBERfTHESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 

COHPLBTB OOLLBCTED POEMS. With Memorial* Introduction and Notes br the 
_ Rev. A. B. GaoBAaT. D. D. ; Steel Portrait, ftc. Three Vcria.. crown 8to, cI. bds.. ih^ 

HERtZkA (Dr. THEODOR).— FREELAND: A Sociail Anticipation. 

_ Translated by A kthur Ka nso m. Crown 8vo . c loth extra , #«. 

HESSE-WARTEGG (CHEVALIEOINST VON).-tUNIS : The Land 

_ and the Pt ople. Wit h aa Ill ustrati ons . Crown 8vo, dota extra, if*. 64. 

HILL (HEADONX-ZiiailBRA THE DETECTIVE. Post 8vo. iUnstrated 

boards, Ua.) cloth, ils. tfd^ 

HlLTTcJoHNiT^lWrnKiTBY;^ 

_ TRBXaOll-FEloilT. Post Bvo. *J«. | THB OOMMOB JIHCBtTOR. Cr. 8vo. »•. 6J. 

HINDLEY (CIlAgLES), WORKS BY. ~~ 

TAVERN AMEODOTEB ABD BAYIBGSi Incloding Keminiscencet connected with 

Coffee Houses, Clubs. Ac. Witb illnstrations. Crown 8vo, doth, 3«. Oil. 
THE L IFE ABD ADVE HTUREB OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr . 8vo. cloth ex .. ;in. 6d. 

HOEY (MBS. CASHEL).-~TgE~LOV EfrS C JKElD. Post 8vo72s: 
HOq jNOSHE AD (JOHN ).-NI AGARA SPRAY. Crown Bvo. & 
HOLMES (GdBDONTM. D. ).-TBE SCIENCE OP"TOICE~PRODU& 

TIO B ABD VOI C E PR EBERV ATIOB . Crown ftvo, !•• 

HOEHfiS (0UVER"lVENDEmrW0fiKS~B?7 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAiIfABT-TABLB. Illustrated by J. Gordou 
Thomson. Post ttvo. cloth limp *Ja. ttd*— Another Edition, post 8vo, cloch. :!•• 
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFABTTABLE and THE PROFEBBOR ATTH& 
^BREAKFABT-TABLB^ In Ope Vol. Post 8vo. half-bound , "Jn^ 

ROOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, inProse andVeree. WitFUfe 

of the Author, Portrait, and soo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6«l. 
HOOD*B WHIMB A N D ODDITIEB. With 8 s IHums. Pos t 8vo. half-bound, ga. 

HOOD (TOM). -FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORflTPOlErA: 

Noah's Arkaoological Narrative. With as Illustrations by W. Brunton and E. C 
Barn es. S quare 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges. 6e. 

BOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS~WORKS : IndUdHi^s 

Ludicrous Adventures. Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, 
Portrai ts. Facsimiles, a nd Ill ustrations. Cro wn 8 vo. cloth extra, 1". tfd. 

ffO OPER (MRS . GE OT^TH E HOUSE OF RAB Y:~P o Ft Svo, bds., 2s: 
HOPKINS (TIGHE). - " 'TWIXT L0VE~AND DUTY:" A~Nov"el. 

Pos t 8vo. illu strated Ina-ird s. *J» . 

HORNE (R. HENGIST).-0RI0N : An Epic Poem. With Photographic 

Portrait bv Summkrs. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7*. 

HONGERFORDTMRS., Author of *• Molly Bawn.'»). NOVELS BY* 

Post Bvo, ill-jstraied boards, !i^. each : cloth limp. !!■• 4lfl. rach. 
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. I IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL BTRUOOLE» 
MARVEL. I A MO DERN CIRCE. 

LADT VERNER'B FLIGHT. Cr. Bvo. cloth. 3». «d. « post 8vo, illnst. boards. Sa* 
THE RBD-HOUBE MYBTERT. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3e. Od. 
THE THREE ORACEB. Two Vo ls.. IO>i.ne«t. 

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY: 

Crown hvo. cloth extra, ffa. fill, each : post Svo. Illastrated boar^ls. *Jm. mrh. 
THE LEADEN CABKET. |_ BELF-CONDEMNED. { THAT OTHER PERBON. 
THORNICROFT*B MODEL. Po^t Svo. ilfiistrated boards, :i». 
MRB. JULIET. Crown bvo. cloth extra. .1«. «d. 



HUNT'S (LEIGH) ESSAYS : A Talb for a Chimnky Corner, &c 

Edited by Edmund Olubr. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd^ 'Je« 
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HUTCHISON (W. M.).-~ HINTS ON COLT-BREAKINO. With 25 

IHoatratioDf. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d« 

HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of M. Pasteur's System; Technique of 

his Method, and Statistics. By Rewaud Suxon, M.B. Crown Svo, cloth e»tra, <ti «« 

HTNE (C. J. CUTCUFFE).— HONOUR OF THIEVES. Crown 8vo, 

cJoth extra, 3». <M« 

TDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Profusely Illustr. 6€L Monthly. 
The first Six Vols, now ready, cl. extra. ^, each t Cases for Bindiny, li»>6<l. each . 

INDOOR PAUPERS. ByOwBOFTHFM. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, is. 6d . 
INGELO W (JEAN).— FATED TO BE FREE. Post Sto, il lustrat ed bds.. -J.. ." 
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND UCENSBD VICTUALLER S 

MAHUAL. By ]. Trbyox-Davibs. Crown 8vo, 1«.; cloth, 1m. (M. 

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 

A. Pkrcbyal Gkavbs. Post Bvo. cloth limp, Qn* Cd, 

JAMES (C. T. C). — A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. 

Post 8vo. picture cover, le. ; cloth limp, l«. Od. 

JAMESON (WILLIAM). — MT DEAD SELF. Post 8vo. Ulustrated 

boards. 9«.; cloth, il». IMI. 

JAPP (ALEX. H., LL.D.).— DRAMATIC PICTURES, &c. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

JAT (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Po^c Svo. illustrated boards. 9*. each. 
THM DARK COLLlBg. | THE Q O EBH OP COIIWAUOHT. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo. cloth Ump, ila. tfd. each. 
HATURE IBAR LORDOH. i THE LIFE OP THE PIELD8. 1 THE OPEM AIR. 

\* Alto the Hand-mads Pap br Edition, »^own 8vo, buckram, gilt top. tfs. each. 

THE EULOOT OP RICHARD JEPPERIE8. By Shr Walter Bssant. With a Photo- 
g raph Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6a. 

JENNINGS (HENRY J.), WORKS BY. 

GURIO8ITIB8 OP CRITICIBH. Poet »vo, cloth limp. dn. IM. 

LORD TEHWYaOW ; A Biographical Sketch. Pest Bvo. le. ; clotb, In. <M. 

JEROME (JEROME K.), BOOKS BY. 

8TAOBLAVO. With 64 Iilusts. by J. Bernard Partridge. Fcap. 4to. pict. cov.. In. 
JOHR IROERPIELD, &c. With 9 lllusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fc.p. 
bv/), picture cover, !«. gd. . 

JERROLD (pOUGLAS).-THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; and THE HEDGE- 

HOG L ETTBRS. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper ami halt-bound, jjn. 

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8 vo, is. each; clotb limp. I ii.tf«l. each. 

THE OARDER THAT PAID THE RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A G ossip about Flowers. Illustrated . 

JESSE (EDWARD).-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY 

LIPE. Post »vo. cloth limp, ile. 

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.X WObKS BY. Cr.Svo, cl. extra. 7*. tfd. each. 
PIROBR-RIRQ LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 

Illustrations. Second Edition. Revised and Enlarged. 
OREDULITIEB, PABT AED PREBEHT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 

Talismans, Word and Lietter Divinatioi^, Exorcising and blessing of Animals, 

Birds. Eges, Luck, ftc. With an Etched Frontispiece. 
OROWRB AWD COROW ATI ORB: A History o< Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographioil Memoir by Wiluam Gifpord. Edited by ColoncN Cunnino- 
ham. Three vols., crown Bvo. cloth extra. 61*. each . 

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by Whiston. 

Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and " The Wars oi the Tews." With 5a 
Illnstrationa and Maps. Two Vols., demy 8vo. haW- bo und. l!J«. 0<l . 

Yf&MPT (R06E&T).-PENClL AMD PALETTE : Chapters on Art and 
*^ Artists. Pott ttvo, cloth limp. Ua. 6dU 
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KERSHAW (MABK).~COLONIAL FACTS & FICTIONS : Hamorou 

Sket ches. PoBt 8vo. illuatratyd boards, tin . ; ct o th. ^*. Hd. 

KEYSER (ARTHUR). -CUT BYTHOiESS: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

picture cover. Is. ( clotb linop. ■•• 



KING (R. ASHE), NOVELS BY. Or. »n>, ci.. s*. m. ea. ; pofitavo. bd«^ *j^ « 

A DBAWM GAME. j «*THE W EARIHO OF THE QHBBI.- 

PosC 8vo, illustrated boards, ilik each. 
PAESIOin BLAVB. | BELl BABBT. 



KNIGHT (WILLIAM, M.R.C.S., and EDWARD, L.R.C.P.).— THE 

PATIBBTB YADE HBCUH: How to Get Most benefit trou Medical Advice. 
Crowu_8vo, !■, ; cloth limp. 1<< 6d, 

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

edite d, with a n fntr odu ction. by the Marpukss ot Lobwk. K.T. Cr >tvo. r\, eg. Qw. 

1 AMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 

^ including " Poetry tor Children " and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Kote« and 

Introduction, by K. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a pace 
of the " Essay OD Roast Pig." Crown 8vo. half-bound, T*. Sd« - 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post Bvo, printed on laid paper and half-bound. !>«. 

LITTLE E8BAT8: Sketches and Characters bv Chari.ks Lamb, selected from hit 
Letters by Percy Fitxobrald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, !ie. Od. 

THE DBAHATIG EBBAT8 OF CHABLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes 
by Brawper Matthews, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, hf.-hd^ 'Jw. 6<L 

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).-CITATION AND EXAMINATION 

OF WILLIAM BHAKBPEABB, &c.. before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer- 
stealing. 19th September. 1582. To which is added. A CONFEBENCE OF llASTEB 
EDMUHD BPERBBB with the Earl ot Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. 
Fcap. B v o, half-Ro»burghe. tia . 6d. 

Lane (eoward williAm). - the thousand and one 

BIOHTB. commonly called in England THE ARABIAH MI0HT8* EBTEBTAIM- 
MEMTB* Translated from the Arabic, with Notes. Illustrated by many handred 
EuKravings trom Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole, With a 
Prefac e by Stanley Lane-Foo le. Thr ee Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7iu 6d. each, 

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BYT" 

THE STOBY OF THE LOHDOH PABK8. With 111 asts. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra, Sa. 6<L 
AMBCD0TE8 OF THE CL EBOY. Po st 8vo, laid paper, half-boond. tfa. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9i». Od. each. 
F OBEMBIC AMECDOTES. | THEATBICAL ABECDOTES. 

LEHMANN (R. C.)> WORKS BY. Post Svo.pict. cover.' 1». ea. ; cloth, l».ed.ea. 

HABRY FLUDYER AT OAKBRIOaE. 
_ C0NVEB8ATI0HALHINTS FOB YOU HG BH00TEB8; A Guide to Polite Talk. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY: " " 

CABOL8 OF COGKAY HE. Printed on band-made paper, bound in buckram. S; 
JE UX D*E8PBIT. Edited bv Henky S. Lei gh. P ost Svo.clotn l imp, "J w. 6d. 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). -MADAME SANS-GENE. Translated 

trom the French by J. A.J. de Villi krs. Crown 8vo. cl oth e xtra, 8«. lid. 
LEYS"(JOHNjr^tHE~LiNDSAY S : A R o mance. Post 8vo,iliust . bdr:2s. 
LINDSAY (HARRY).— RHODA ROBERTS : A Welsh Mining Story. 

Crown 8v o. cloth, 3*. Od. 

LlNTOSlETLYNNir WORKS BY. Post 8yo. cloth Ump. si.. 6d. each. 

WITCH 8T0BIE8. | 0U B8ELVE8; Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3n, 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. Js. each. 
PATBICIA KEHBALL. I lOHE. I UBDEB WHICH LOBD? 

ATOHENEBT OF LEAM DUBDA8. •^NY LOVET* | 80WIBG THE WIBD. 

THE WOBLO WELL LOST. [ PABTOB CABEW, HUllonalre ft HImt. 

Post Hvo. illustrated boards. *in, each. 
THE BBBEL OF THE FAMILY. | W ITH A 8ILKEB THBEAD. 
THE ORE TOO HABY. C rown Sv^TcIoth extra, g ii. 0d. 
FB BE8H 00TIMG ; Extracts trou; Works o t M rs . LtNTON Po^t 8vo. c lo«h. gn. lid. 

Lucy (henry W.).-G1DE()N FLEYCE: a NovcL Crovi Svob 

doth extra, 3«. 6d.; post bvo, illustrated boards, iim» 



/ 
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MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. 

"^ TERB8A ITASCA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Is. 

MtOKBII WIHOi. With 6 lUostt. by W. J. Hbwmebsy. Crown 8to, clotli wtra. 6e« 

McCarthy (Justin, m.?.), works by. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWI TIMES, from the AeoessioBofQnera Victoria to th« 
General Election of x88o. Four volt, demy 8vo, cloth extra, !)!•• eaeh.->Also 
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols.tCrowo 8vo, cloth extra, He. each.— And a 
JuBiLBS Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end ol 18861 in Two Volt., 
uuve crown 8vo, cloth extra, T«. 4M. each. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIHB8. One Vol.. crown 8vo. cloth extra, Oa. 
—Alto a Chxap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, Sla. 6«l. 

A HISTORY OF THB FOUR OEOROES. Four Vo'a. demy 8vo. cloth extra, 
Ida. each. fVola. I. A II. rtadf. 

Or. 8vo, cl. extra, 3m. tf4. each; pott 8vo, iJlust. bds.. Ja. each ; cl. limp, 9a. tt^. each. 



THB WATBRDALB NBIOHBOURS. 

MY BIBHY*S DAUGHTER, 

A FAIR 8AX0V. 

UILBY ROCHFORD. 

DEAR LADY DISDAII, 

HIB8 HI8AHTHR0PB. 



DOVRA OUIXOTB. 

THB COHBT OF A IBASOB. 

MAID OF ATHENS. 

CAHIOLA : A Girl with a Fortune. 

THE DICTATOR. 

RED DIAHOBDS. 



••THE RIGHT HOHOURABLE.** By )ustin McCarthy, M.P.,aitd Mrs. Campbell 
Praed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6a. 

McCarthy tjustin huntly), works by. 

THB FREHCH REYOLUTIOll. Four Vols., 8vo. VJ*. each. [Vols. I. A II. ready. 
All OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo. la. : cloth, la. «d. 
IRELAND SINCE THB UNION : IHsh History. 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cicth, •«. 

HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poema! Small 8vo. gold cloth. 3a. G«L 

OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1». ; cloth Uuip, la. Hd. 

DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, la. 

DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, la.; cloth limp, la. 6«l. 

LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, la. j cloth limp, la. Oil. 

THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS. 2 Photogravures. Two Vols., cr. 8vo. I'Ja. 

A LONDON LEGEND. Three Vols., crown bvo. 1<I». ret. 

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 

MR. 8TRAN0ER*8 SEALED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ila. 

BDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo, cloth pxtra.fta. 

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 

WORKS OF FANCY AND IV AGINATION. Ten Vols., i6mo.cl., ffilt ed^es, in cloth 
case. 91a. Or the Vols, may be bad separately, in grolier cl., at ila. ttd. each. 
Vol. I. Within and Without. — ^ths Hidden Life. 

,, II. Thb DisciPLB.— The Gospbl Women.— Boor of Sonnets.— Organ Songs. 
M III. Violin Songs.— Songs of the Days and Nights.— A Book of Drxaiis.— 

Roadside Poems.— Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch Songs. 

„V. AVI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent. 

nVIII. The Light Pbincess.— The Giant's Heart.— Shadows. 
M IX. Cross Purposes.- The Golden Key.— The Carasovn.— Little Daylight. 
H X. The Cruel Painter.— The Wow o' Rivven.— The Castle.— The Bkokkn 

Swords.— The Gray Wolf.— Uncle Corn elius. 
POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. CoUected and arranged by the 

Author. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, lila. 
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edit ed by George Ma cDonald. Post 8vo, doth, Aa. 

HEATHER AND SNOW : A~Kovel. CrownSvo. cloth extra, 3«. 6«1. 
PHANTASTBB: A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. Bell. Crown 8vo, 

cloth eitra. 3a. (M. 
LILITH; A Romance. Crown 8vo. cloth eitra. Oa. {Shorih; 

M ACDONELL (AGNES).->QUAK ER COUSINS. Post 8vo. boards. 2s. 
HACGREGOR (ROBERTA-PASTIMES AND PLAYERS : Notes on 

Popular Game!«. Pcsr 8vo. cloth limp, tin. <M. 

MACKAY (CHARLES. LL.D.).-INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES; 

or, Mu»ic at Twiiigot. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oa. 
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MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 
ARY GHARACTKRB: 86 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biotrmphical, Critical, 
BibliOftrapbicAl, and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literatora of the foraar half ol 
the Present Century, by William Batbs, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth CKtra. Ta. 64. 



HACQUOID (MRS.X WORKS BY. SqnanSTO. cloth aitrm,««.( 
IHTHB ARoBIHBA. With 50 Illnstration* by Thomas R. MACoaoia 
PICTURES AMD LEOBRDS FROM RORHABDT AMD BRITTAHY. 34 IHattratiaai. 
THROUGH RORHAHDT. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macqvoio, and « Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustratiocis by T. R. Macquoid. and m Map. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. W ith 67 lUnstrstiona by T. R. MAcguom. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9s. each. 
THB EVIL EYE. and othAr Stories. | LOST ROBE. 



&C. 



MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Eggs, Hats, 

Edit ed by W. H. Cremkr . With 100 Illustration*. Crown Svo, clotn extra, ^m, 

MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical 

_ Di r;ectioo s. B y T. C- Hkpworth. io Illustrations. Cr. Svo. !<.; cloth, tii. <ld. 

MAGNA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
Museum. 3 feet by sfeet. with Arms and Seals emblaaeoned in Gold and Coloors, ^a. 

MALLOGK (WT H.), WORKS BY. 

THE VBW REPUBLIC. Post Svo, picture cover, 9n, ; doth limp, a*. 6^ 
THE REW PAUL k YIRGIVIA: Potltivitm on an Ulaad. Pott Svo, cloth. JN. Cd. 
POEMS. Small Ato, parchment, 9a. 

IS LIFE WORTH UYIHO? Crown Svo, cloth extra, ••• 

A ROHAVCE OF THE HIHBTEEHTH GEMTURY. Crown Svo, doth, «li.| post Svo, 
illustrated boards, tin. 

MALLORY (SIR THOMAS).-MORT D* ARTHUR : The Stories of 

Kin^ Arthur and ot the Knights of the Round Table. (A Sdection.) Edited by B. 
MoNTGOM ERiK Ramkiwq. Post 8 vo. cloth limp. 9a. 

MARK TWAIN. WORKS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, 7e. tfd. each. 

THB CHOICE WORKS OF HARK TWAII. Revised and Corrected throughout 

by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numemus Illustrationfw 
ROUOHIHO IT, and IRROCEIITS AT HOME. With aoo lUusts. by F. A. Fbassk. 
■ARK TWAIH'S LIBRAR Y OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustration.^^ 

Crown Svo, doth extra (illustrated), 7s. 64. each; post Svo, illust. boards. 9s« each. 

THE IVHOCEHTS ABROAD; or. New Pilcrrim's Progress. With 2u Illustrations. 

(The Two-bhilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIH*S PLEASURE TRIP.) 
THB GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 312 illastrations. 
THE ADVERTURES OF TON SAWYER. With x 11 Illustrations. 
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 lllnstraiions. 
THB PRINCE AMD THE PAUPER. With tgo Illustrations. 
LIFE OH THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 IIIusU. by B. W. Kkmble. 
A YANKEE AT THE CO URT OF KINO ARTH UR. With 220 lUusts. by Bearo. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9«. each. 
THE STOLEN WHITE ELE PHANT. | MARK TWAINnS SKETCHES. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (kl. each. 
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst, Sec. 
TOM SAWYER ABROAD. With a6 Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
PUDD*NHEAO WILSON. With Po rtrait and S ix Illustrations by Louis Lobb. 

T HE £li>00,000 BANK-NO TE." Cr. Svo. cloth. 3s.~6d . ; post Svp. pictur e bds .. 3b. 

MARKS (H. S., R.A.), PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES BY. with~4 

Photogravures and ia6 Illustrations. Two Vols., demv Svo, cloth, 3*Jw. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Iln. 

MARRY AT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Post Svo.Ulust! boards. 4«.each. 

A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. I FIGHTING THE AIR. 
OPEN I SESAME 1_ | WR ITTEN IN FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Lu.NNiNGUAM. Ciown Svo, doth extra, tta« 
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MASTERMAN (J.). -HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS : A Novel Port 

8vo, illustrated boards, tl»» 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. Post 8vo. 

illustrated boards. *Ju, ; cloth limp. 9*» <ld« 

MAYHEW (HENRY).-LONDON CHARACTERS & THE HUMOROUS 

SIDE OP LOWDOW LIFE. With lUnatratfons. Crown Svo, cloth, »». %d. 

M£AD£ (L. T.), KOV&LS BY. 

A MLDIBR OF FOETUIB. Crow] 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. fM« 
III AH IBOI OBIP. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 10». net. 
THE VOICE OF THE CHARMEB. Three Vols., 15«. net. 



iShortly, 



MERRICK CLEONARD).-THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. Post 8vo, 

ill ustrated boards. tl>». 

Mexican mustang (ON ax through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 



TOUCH AHO 



A. E. Sw«ET and J. Annoy Kwox. With g6; Illosta. Ct. 8vo, cloth extra, 7»* lid.' 

(JEANX NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illust. boards. Qm. each. 
00. I HE. DORILUOV. 

MILLt!ft(MESrF.FeNWlCK).-t>HYSIOLOGY FOft TfiE YOUNCT; 

or, T he Hoase of Life. With lllostrations. Post 8vo. cloth limp, ^m. 6d. 

MrLTON (J. L.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,]e. each; cloth, l«.««l. each. 
THE HTOIEHE OF THE SKIH. With Directions for Diet, Soaps. Baths, &c. 
THE BATH IH DISEASES OF THE SKIB. 

THE LAWS OF LIFE, A BD THEIB BELATIO H TO DISEASES OF THE SKIB. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TBEATMBBT OF LEPBOSY. Demy 8vo, la. 

MINTO (WM.)~WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr.8vo.ls. ; cloth, ls.6d. 

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3».<ld. each. 
THE OUB^UHBEB : A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wooo. 
THE LUCK OF OERABD BIDOBLET. With a Frontispiece by Stamlbv L. Wood. 
THE KIBO'S ASSEGAI. With Six fulUpage Illustrations by Stanlsy L. Wood. 
B EBSHAW FABBIBO'S QUEST. With a Frontispiece by Stanlky. L. Wood. 

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. 

HATHEBCOURT BECTOBT. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9». 

THAT OIBL IK BLACK. Crown 8vo. cloth, J i». Od. 

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 

THE EPIOUBEAB: uid ALCIPHROK. Post 8vo, half-bonnd. a*. 
PBOSB ABD YEBSE. With Suppressed Passages from the Mbmoirs op Lord 
Byrow. Edited by R, H. SHKPHtaD. With Portrait. Cr 8vo. cl. ex., 7». 6d. 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY. 

STOBIES WEIBD ABD WOBDEBFUL. Post 8vo.Ulast. boards. 9«.; cloth, 9s. «d. 
THE DEAD HAK*S 8ECBET: or. The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8to. cloth extra, As. \ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. 
FBOH THE BOSOM OF THE DEBP. Post 8vo, Ulustrated boards. 9*. 
MAID HABIAB ABD BOBIB HOODt A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 

Z2 lUastratioDS by Stamliy L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Hd. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE). NOVELS BY 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Sm* od* each : post 8vo. 



A LIFE'S ATOBEHEBT. 
JOSEPH'S COAT. 
COALS OF FIBB. 
VAL STBAHOE. 
BEABT3. 



illustrated boards. 9s. each. 



A BIT OF HUNAK BATURE. 
FIBST PEBSOB SIKOULAB* 
BOB HABTIB'S Little GIBL. 
TIME'S BBVEBGES. 
A WASTED CBIHE. 



THE WAT OF niB WOBLD. 

A MODEL FATHEB. 

OLDBLAZBB*SHEBO. 

CTBIC FOBTUBE. 

BY TH E GATE OF T HE SEA. 

Crown Bvo, doth extra, 3b. lid. each. 
IB DIREST PERIL. 
MOUBT DESPAIB, &c. With Frontispiece by G. Grewvillb Mamton. 

THE HAKIBO OF A BOVBLISTt An Experiment in Autobiography. 
Collotype Portrait and Vicnotte. Crown 8vo. art linen. •*• 



With a 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) ft HENRY HERMAN. WORKS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3i^ Od. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 9s. each. 
OBE TBAVELLBB BETUBBS. I PAU L JOBErS ALIAS. | THE BISHOPS* BIBLE, 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. Postsvo. must. bd<i., 9s.ea.^ ci., 9s« •d.ea. 

A QAHE OF BLUFF. | A SOBO OF BIXFEBCB. 



t8 
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TJEWBOLT (HEimY>~TAK£N FROM TH£ ENEMY. Fcap. 8vOb 

*^ cloth boards , !■> i Mk» 

SlSB£T"(HUll), BOOKS BY. 

*«BAIL UP I** CrowQ 8to, cloth eztrm, 3s. Sd. ; |>ost 8vo. lUnstrEted boanlc, !Sib 
Dl. BBBIJLRD ST. YUIC BBT. PostSvo, illnttra ted boardi, Sia. 
LIBIOIB IB BBT. With ai lUiutrations. Crown 8vo, cloth «tra, 9m, e^ 
WHBBB JLBT BBOIBB. Wit h a? » » mtratk>nt. Sgnare 8vo. doth cEtra. y». •<, 

NORRIS TW. E.), NOVELS BY. 

^'^' t WI*i> Cr .Svo. cl e»..J Ba. <kt. I BILLY BBLLBW. Two Vol«.cr. 8vc l^».n«t 

O^HXNLON (AXICE), novels BY. Poat Siro. Olustrated boards, 9m. each. 
T HB UHTOBBBBBB. j CHJIBCB? OB FA TB? 

OHiHt (GEORGES^ NOVELS BY. Poet Svo, Ulnatrated boards. -J^ each. 
DOCTOB BAMBAU. | A LAST LO YB. 

A WB IBD OlFT. Crown 8vo, cloth, Aw. 6<i. ^ poat Sre. picture boards. 5»w 

ODFHANT (MRS.). NOVELS BY. Poat Svo. Ulustrated boards. 9m. Mch. 
THB PBIMBOBB PATH. | WHITBLADIBB. 
THE GBBATB8T HBIBE8B I B BBO LABD. 

0*REia.Y~(HARRlNGTON):=ITFE AMONG THE AMEklCAN IN- 



D IABB; Fiity y^^n oa the Trail. loo Ulaita. by P. Frbnxkwy. Crown 8to. Sn. <ld, 

O'REILLY (MRS.).-PH(EBE'S FORTUNES. Post Svo. illust. bds.. 2s» 
OUIDJ^NOVELS BT: 

fOlh IB BOBDAOB. 
TBIOOTBIB. 
BTBATHHOBB. 
CRABD08. 



Cr. 8vo. cIm 3a. lid. each ; pout Svo. illnst. bds., Sfta. each. 
FOLLB-FABIBB. MOTHS, t PIPISTBSLLO. 



CBCIL CASTLBHAIBB. 
UHDBB TWO FLAGS. 
PUCK. I IDALIA. 



A DOO OF FLABDBBS. 
PA80ABBL. I SIOBA. 
TWO WOODBB SHOES. 
IB A WIBTBB CITY. 
ABIADBE. 
FBIBBDSHIP. 

Square Svo, cloth extra, 5a. each. 
With Nice Illuatrationi by Edmund H. Garrett. 



A VILLAGE COMHUBB. 
IB HARBHMA. | WABOI. 
BIHBL I BYBUB. 

FRESCOES. I OTHMAB. 
PRIBCES8 BAPRAZIBB« 
GUILDEBOY. | RUFFIBO. 



BIMBI. 

A DOG OF FLABDEBS, A c. Witli Six Illustratio ns by Edmund H. Garrett. 

SABTA BARBARA. Ac. Square Svo, cloth, tta. ; crown 8vo, cloth, 3a. 6«l. ; post 

8vo, illu&trated boards, 3a. 
TWO OFFBBDERS. Square Svo. cloth extra, <>>. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. Sd. 

WISDOM, WIT, ABD PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by P. Syomet 
Morris. Post S vo. cloih extra , 5a. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards. !j«. 

PAGE (H." A.), WdRRS"BY: 

'' THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post Svo, cloth limp, 9«. 6d. 
A BIMAL ABECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 5a» 

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3a. Od. each; post Svo, illustrated boards. )!«• each. 



LOST SIR MASSIBGBERD. 
WALTER'S WORD. TED. 

LESS BLACK THAB WB*RE PAIBT- 
BY PROXY. I FOR CASH OBLY. 
HIGH QPIRITS. 
UBDER ORE ROOF. 
A COHFIDEBTIAL AOEBT. 
A GRAPE FROM A THORH. 



FROM EXILE. I HOLIDAY TASKS. 

THE CABOB*S WARD. 

THE TALK OF THE TOWB. 

GLOW-WORM TALES. 

THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE. 

THB WORD ABD THE WILL. 

THB BURNT MILUOB. 

SUMBY STORIES. | ATRYIBG PATIEBT. 



HUMOROUS STORIES. 

THE FOSTER BROTHERS. 

THB FAMILY SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED BRBEATH HIM. 

BEBTIBCK*S TUTOR. 

A PERFECT TREASURE. 

A COUBTY FAMILY. 

LIKE FATHER, LIKE SOB. 

A WOMAN'S YENGEABCE. 

CARLYON*S YEAR. CECIL'S TRYST. 

MURPHY'S MASTER. 

AT HER MERCY. 

THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9<s. each. 



FOUBb DEAD. 

GWBBDOLINE'S HARVEST. 

A MARINE RESIDENCE. 

MIRK ABBEY. 

SOMB PRIVATE VIEWS. 

NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 

TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN FOBTUNES. 

WHAT HE COST HER. 

KIT: A MEMORY. 

A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD. 



IB PERIL AND PRIVATION. 17 Illu^tratons. Crown bvo. cloth. :«n. 6d. 
ROTES FROM THB ^BEWS.*' Crown Svo. portrait cover, liu; cloth, is. «d. 
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PANDURANG HARI ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

Bartle Frerk. Crowo 8vo, cloth, 3»« 64. < post 8vo, illustrated boards. il». 

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS, A New Translation, with His- 

toricai Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crie. P.P. Post 8vo. cloth limp. tl<. 

PAUL (MARGARET A.).— GENTLE AND SIMPLE. With Frontis. 

piece py Helew Patersow. Crown 8va doth. 3m» <ld. ; post ttvo, illast, boardi, *J <« 

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post8iro.cU.ii-.tM.each. 

PUCK Oil PE0ABU8. With llloatratioiit. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten fall-page Illoftrations by G. Du Maurzer. 

THE MUSES Of MAYFAIR. Vera de Soci^tt. Selected by H C. Pen well. 

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. PostSvo l».earh: doth l-.M.each. 

BEYOHD THEQATES. | OLD MAID'S PARADISE. | BURGLARS II PARADISE. 

JACK THE FISHERMAH. Illustrated "by C. W. Reed. Cr. 8vo, In. ; doth, Am. «d. 

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY. 

TROOPIMG WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover. !•. 
L ADY LOVELACE. Post 8 vo. illus tr ated boarda. iia. 

PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 

THE PURSUI YAMT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and loo Illusts. Cr. 8vo. d. 7«. CM. 
SOIQS AMD POEMS, 1819-X879. Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNEts. Cr.8vo,cl.,6e. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Life 

of Plutarch by J. a nd Wm. Lawohoewe. Portraits. Two Vols.. demy Svo.lOa. 64 . 

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 
auction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 7e. ttd. 
THE MYSTWIY OF MARIE ROOET, Ac. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ila. 

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. 

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post svo. must. bds.. as. ea. 

THE ROMANCE OF A STA TIOH. | THE S OUL OF COUHTESS ADRIAH. 

OUTLAW AHO LAWMAKER. Crown 8vo, doth. 3s. 0d. ; post 8vo, boards, 9s. 
CHRISTINA CHARD. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Ss. tfd. 



PliiCE (E. C), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3«. Od. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. each. 
VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNE RS. | MRS. LANCASTER'S RIYAU 
GERALD. Post Svo. illustrated boards. 9 s. 

PRINCESS OLGA.— RADNA : A Novel. Crown Svo.doth extra. 6«. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 33 Ulusts. Small crown Svo, cloth extra. 3s. lid. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. bvo, tts. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, doth extra, tts. 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. PemySvo.doth ex., 10s.6d. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. <ls. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. Svo. cloth ex., es. 
^WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENC E WORKE R S. Crow n 8vo, Is. 6d. 

PRYCE (RICHARb).-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. Frontis. 

pi ece by H a l Ludlow. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. <M. % p o st 8vo. illust. boards., 9 s. 

PAMBOSSON (J.). -POPULAR ASTRONOMY. With Coloured 

** Plate and numerous Ill ustration s . Crown Svo, cloth extra, T s. <kl> 

RANDOLPH (LIEUT.-COL. GEORGE, U.SJL).-AUNt ABIGAIL 

DYKES; A Novel. Crown Svo . cloth extra. Ts. lid . 

BI0DELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 

VBIRD STORIES* Crown Svo. doth extra. 3s. ttd.; pott Bvo. illustrated bds., 9s. 



Post Svo, illustrated 
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN 

PARTY. 
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. 



bpards, 9s. each. 
FAIRY WATER. 
HER MOTHER'S DURLINO. 
THE NUN*S CURSE. 
IDLE TALES. 



BIVES (AMEUE).-BARBARA DERING: A Sea uel to •• The Quick or 
the Dtad " Crown Svo. doth tstra, 3a. (M. ; poU Svo, illuatrotad boarda, 9a» 
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Crown bvo, cloth extra, illuttrated, 3«. tM. each ; post Bro, illntt. bds., Sl«* each. 

PBO WOFniOTOH. Illustratod bv S. L. PiLDca. ILA.->Also a Pocket EDmoa; 
let in Elzevir atyle, fcap. 8vo, balf-laather, Sto. md^ And a Libiukt BDirioa of 
Pro WoFFiNCTow and Crristis John STOMSt in One Vol., er. Bvo, cloth, Sm. Stf* 



OHBISTIB JOHMSTOHB. Ulostratedbf William Smali.— Alto a Pocut Editiom. 

■et in New Type, in Elzevir stvle, fcap. 8to, half-leather. Sis. md, 
IT IS ■EVER TOd LATE TO MEED. lUnttrated byG. f . PiNWKLL.~Alao the Cheap 



■et in New Type, in 

iSEEYERTOdlJlT . ^ 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, portrait cover, •«. i cloth, la. 
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE HEYEE DID BUE SIOOTH. Illntt. Hxlih PATSkton. 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP A THIEF, Aa lUattrated by Matt Stretch. 
LOVE HE LITTLE, LOVE ME LOEG. Illnttrated by If . Ellen Edwards. 
THE DOUBLE HABRIAOB. IHusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Xeenb. 
THE CL0I8TEB AED THE HEABTH. Illnttrated by CHARLXt Kebnb.—AIso the 

Elzevir Edition, with Introduction by Besant, 4 vols., post 8vo, cloth gilt, 14«. 
HARD CASH. Illnttrated by P. W. Lawson. 

GRIFFITH OAUMT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small. 
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurieb. 
PUT YOURSELF IE HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnbs. 
A TERRIBLE TBHPTATIOE. Illnttrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Coopbb. 
A SIHPLETOE. Illustrated by Kate Cbaufuro. 

THE WAEDERIEG HEIB. lUust. byH. Patbrson, S. L. Fildes, C. Green. Ac 
A WONAH-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas CbuLDERT. 
SIEGLEHEABT AED DOUBLBFACB. Illustrated by P. Macnab. 
GOOD STOBIEB OF MBE AED OTHEE AEIMALS. Illust. by B. A. Abbet, &e. 
THE JILT,and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 
A PERILOUS SECBET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard. 
BBADIAEA* With a Steel-plat e Portra it of Ch arles Reads. 

Popular Editions, medium Bvq, 6d« each ; efoth, la* each. 
THE CLOISTER AED THE HEABTH. I IT IS EEVBR TOO LATE TO HEED. 

PBO WOFFIEOTOE;jind OHBISTIB JOHESTOEB. 
BIBLE CHARAOTEBS: Stndles 'of Da vid. Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, la. 
SBLBCTIOES F ROM THE WORKS OF C lflLiLgS^EADE. Post 8vo. c io th. *Ja.«d. 

RHIMER (ALIFRED), WORITS by. square 8vo.clothsilt.7«i.<MI. each. 
OUR OLD COUETRY TOWNS. With 35 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROUED ETOE AED HARROW. With jo Illustrations. 
ABOUT E EOLAE D WITH DICKERS. With 58 Illnsts. byC. A. Vahdbrhoof. Ac. _ 

ROBINSOlTCRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. <Majors Edition.) With 
3 7 Ill ust rations by George CfRUiKSHANK . Post 8vo, half-bound. !|a. 

ROBINSOirTFrW.), NOVELS BY. 

WOEBH ARE STRAHGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 98. 

T HE HAEDS OF JUSTICE . Cr.^o. cloth ex., 3n. Gd. % post 8vo. illust . bds.. 9a. 

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. ««. each. 
THE POETS* BIRDS. I THE POETS' BEASTS. 
TH E POETS AHD EATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AED IWSECTS . 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. Wuh 

Notes, a nd an In tro ductory Essay by SaiwtE'Bbuvb. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 9w. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the PriDcipal Warriors 

w ho c ame fro m Normapdy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely pri/it ed. 5«._ 

ROSENGARTEN (A.).-HANDBOOK OF ARCHITECTURAL STYLES. 

Translated by W. Coll stt-Sandars. WUh 6.^ 9 lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloih eitra. 7«». <ttt. 

iiiOWLEY (HON. HtJGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo.'clotb. 2m. ed. each. 
PUEIAEA: RIDDLES AHD JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 
MOR E PU EIAEA. Pro fusely Illustrat ed. 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY : 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, G*. each ; post 8vo, illust. boards. *Ja. each ; cloth limn. tl«. Gd. ca. 

ROUED THE OALLBY-FIRE. I A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. 

IE THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE ««OCBAE STAR.** 

A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE . I THEBOM AECE OF JEHEY HARLOWE. 

Cr. 8vo. cl. extra, Cla. Gd. ea. ; post 8vo, iHust. boards, lim» ea. ; cloth limp, 'J«. Gd. e^. 

OCBAR TRAGEDY. | SHIPMATE^ LOUISE. | ALOEE OR WIDE WIDE SEA. 

OR THE FO*K'SLE HEAD. Post 8vo. illustTEoards. ila. : cloth limp. Jm. Gd. 

THE GOOD SHIP •* MOHOCK.** Two Vols., crown 8vo. IOm. net. 

THE PHANTOM DEATH, &c. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, ;Sa. Gd. 

THE COEVICT SHIP. Three Vols., crown Rvo, lAe. net. 

IS HE THE MAE 7 Crown 8vo, doth, 3e. Gd. 
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RUNCnAN (JAMES), STORIES 

SKIPPERS UD SHBLLBACK8. 
SCHOOLS ABD SCHOLARS. 



8RACB BiLHAIOrS SWBBTHRART. 



RUSSELL PORA). NOVELS BY. 

Jl GOURTRT SWBBTHKART. Crown 8ve. cloth extra, 3«. M. 
THB DRIFT OF PATB. Three Vols., erowa 8to, lOiu net 



[Sr^«. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 

^ Crown 8vo, cloth eatra, 3e« 6dL each ; pott 8to^ illntt boardt, 9e. each. 

A PBLLOW OP TRIHITY. Note br Oxjvbs Wkndbll Holmbs and Frontispiece. 
THB JU VIOR DBAH. | MA STBR OP ST. BEHBD ICT'S. | TO HIS OWB HABTBR.. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, le. Cii. each. 
THB OLD HAID*S SWBB THBART. \ MOPBW UTTLB SARA* 

Crown 8to, cloth extra. 3e.~94l. each. 
ORCHARD DAHBRBU | IB THB PACB OP THB WORLD. 



THE TREBLETT DIAMOUDS. Two Vols.. lOe. net. 



SALA (G. A.).~GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Po«t 8vo. boards. 2s> 
SANSON.-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs 

of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloih extra, 3m. 



SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3e. ttd. each ; pott Bvo, fllnstrated boards, 9n» each. 
OUT WATBRHAB. | TH B LIOB IB THB PAT H. | THB TWO DRRAHBRS. 
BOUBD TO THB WHEEL. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Sm, <ld. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE). NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Sm, 4lla* each; post 8vo. ilh 



HARGARBT ABD ELUABBTH. 

THB HIOH HILLS. 

JOAB HERRTWEATHER. Post 8vo, iUnstt-ated boards, 
OIDEOB*S ROCK. Crown 8yO. cloth extra. Be. 



. illustrated boards, 9a. each. 

HEART SALVAGE. 
SEBASTIAB. 



SCOTLAND YARD. Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By 
Ex-ChieMnspector Cavawagh. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, lie. ; cloth, Jle. 64. 

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 

tainir^; Expenments in Drawing>room or "White Magic" B7 W. U. CftlifSJi. 
With. 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4a. <M. 

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS RY. 

THE COUHTRT OF THE PAS8I0B PLAT (OBBRAHHBRGAU) and the Hishland» 

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra* Be. 6d. 
WALKS IB ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illnsts. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, #«. 

SENIOR (WM.).-SY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth. 28. 6d> 
SERGEANT (A.).— DR. ENDICOTT'S EXPERIMENT. 2 vols.. 10s. net! 
SHAKBSt'lSARti POR CH1LDr£N: LAMB'S TALES PROM ^SAKB- 

SPBAHE. With lllasts.. coloured and plain, by J. Mora Smith. Cr. 4to. 3n. <ld. 

SHARP (WILLIAM). -CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. 

C rown 8vo, cloth extra. #«. 

SHELLEY (PERCY BYSSHE). THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE 

AHD PROSE OF. Edited. Prefaced, and Annouted by R. UxaNS Shxphexo. 
Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards. 3e. Od. each. 
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: 
VoL I. Introduction by the Editor; Pott humcNit Fragments of hthxfkrtt Nlcholfon; Shdley't Corre* 
tpondence with Stockdidc: The W«nd«nnft J«w; Queea Mab, with the Notes; Atestor. 
and other Poems ; RosaHoa and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonals. &c 
Vol. II. Laon and C^rthiia : The CencI : Julian and Maddalo i SwellSoot the Tyrant ; The Witch o« 

Atlas; Epips\-chi(1ioii: Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poem*: The Masqee ef Anarchy ; and other Plecei. 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols. : 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zaatroad and St. Inryne ; tte Dablin and Marlow taaphlett ; A AaAat^ 

tion of I>ei»n : Lettersto Leigh Huait, and some Minor Writms* and Fragments.. 
VoL II. The Essays : Letters from Abroad ; Trassktions and Fragments, £dited by Mis. ShbllBV. 
With a BibUngraphy of Shettey. and an Inde« of the Prose Works. 

SHERA RD (R. H.) .— ROGUES ; A Novel. Crown 8vo. ■• . ; cloth. l«. 6d . 
SHERIDAN (GENERAL P. H.), PERSONAL MEMOIRS OR^WTib 

Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, *J4e« 
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SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 

Life and Anecdotes. Including hit Dramade Writinn bis Works in Proie and 

Poetry. Trans] ations,Speecbes and Jokes, xo Illusts. Cr.STO, hf..boand, 7s. S«L 

THX RIVALS, THB aCHOOL FOR SCODAL, and ochsr Plsjt. Posl Svo. priotsd 

on laid paper and half-bound. 3s. 
fHERIDArS COMEDIBBs THB RIVALS and THB BOHOOL fOR BCARDAL. 
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, bjr 
Brandbr Matthews. With lllostmtions. Demy 8 vo, balf<pscchment, 1 Si«. 64. 



SIDNEY'S (SIR PHIUP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ. 

ing all those In *' Arcadia.* with Portrait, Memorial-Introdnction, Note% &c by tbs 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth bosrds, 1 &s« 

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters, by Jacob Larwood and John Camdbk Hottem. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustratiops. Crown 8vo, cloth extra . 7 ■. < Sd. 

SIMS (GEO. R.). WORKS BY. Post 8vo, iUuit. bds.. *J«. ea ; cl. limp. ilai.e4.ea. 



ROGUES AMD VAOABOHDB. 
THE RING 0* BELLS. 
MARY JABB'S MEMOIRS. 
MARY JARB MARRIED. 
TIBKLETOP*S CRIME. 
ZBPH: A Clrens Story, Ac 



TALES OF TODAY. 

DRAMAS OF LIFE. With do Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS OF A LABDLADY. 

MY TWO WIVES. 

SCEHES FROM THB SHOW. 



Crown 8to. picture cover, Is. each ; cloth. Is. Od. each. 
HOW THB POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LORDOB. 
THE DAGORET RBOITER ABD READBB: being Readinffs and Reciutioos in 

Prose and Verne, selected from his own Works by Grorgb R. Sims. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE GABDLBMAB. | DAQ OBET DITTIES. 

DAOOBBT ABROAD. Crown Bvo, cioih. ;f •. <ld. [SJurt^y. 



SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdalb. With Four 
lUustratioDS. Pemy 8vo, picture cover, 4«l.; cloth, tfd. ^^^^^ 



SKETCHLEY (ARTHUR). -A MATCH IN THE DARK. 

illustrated boards, Sis. 



Post 8vo, 



SLANG DICTIONARY (THE) : Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 
dotaU Crown 8vo. cloth extra, tfs. ttd. 

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY. 

THE PRINCE OF AROOLIS. With 130 liiusts. Post Svo, cloth extra. 3n. Od. 
THE WOOIBG OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth. 6i». 

SOCIE TY IN L ONDO N. Crown 8vo, I3. ; cloth, U. 6d. 

SOCIETY IN I^ARiS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count Paul Vasili t o a Young Fre nch Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, Urn, 

SOMERSET (LORD HENRY). - SONGS OF ADIEU: 5>mall 4to, 

Jaoanese vellum. On. 



^SPALDING (T. A., LL.B.).— ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY: An 

£s»av on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown Bvo. cloth extra. 5w. 

SPEIGHTlT."^OrNOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boariis. 3«. each. 



THE GOLDEB HOOP. 
BACK TO LIFE. 
THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY. 
BURGO*S ROMABCE. 



THB MYSTERIES OF HEROB DYKE. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. 
HOODWINKED; and THB SANDY- 
CROFT MYSTERY. 

QUITTANC E IN FDL L. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d. each. 

A BARRER TITLE. \ WI FE OB NO WIFE? 

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTEltY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
A SECRET OF THE SEA. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3s. tfd. 
THE GREY MONK. Three Vols . Ifts. net. 



SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 
by Walte r J. Mo rgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra. 3s. ltd. 

StARRY~HEAVENS "(THE): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal 

ifttDO, cloth extra, iMm, 0d. 

WORKS BY. 



STEDMAN (E. 

VICTORIAN POE 



ETi 



B. 



Crown Bvo. cloth extra. On. each. 
I THB POETS OF AMERICA. 



CKATTO b WINDUS, PUBUSHERe, PICCADILLY. >3 
STERNDALE (B. ARHITAGB).-!!!! AFGHAN KKIPE : A Novef. 

Crown aTftclolh ■Mm. a».«M.; poul gTo.illntirMBd bwdr -Jm. 

STEVENSON (B. LOUIS), WORKS BY. PonSni,c].ii>iip.ita.«4.Mcta 

lUVELS WITH 1 DOIKKV, Wiih ■ ProoliiplBet br W»i.T»it C«*ir». 
U IXUn> VOUGE. Wi Ui ■ PrcoillipiBia br W m.tb» Ckmk. 

CrowBB«.!)aelii«ni,jr>lt top, •fc«Kh. 

FAVIUAI ITDDIU OF KlI UTD BOOXB, 

THl UL1BMD0 ■gOATTIBS. With Fr"iii[a|r«<:ebTj. D. STtoao, 

TKH KIUT MKK. | OIDBBSOODI: Pouit. 

KKHOBIIB AID POSTMITI. 

VIBOUnUiPaiKligDX,udotti«rPap<ri. t BUUDl. I PRIBCB OTTO. 

lOBOU IHI PLilRt, w iib other Memo.ia »nd Bmyi. 

■■W BM&BIU HQRII. CiDWD Ivo, boeUuD. Kilt lop, tm^ poK Bra, illiutnled 

THX SniOIDB OLDBi util TRX UJLH1 DUNOID, (From N«* Akabiim 

NiQKTi.) WhhainutntlDinbT W.I.Hiiinissy, Crowii Bro. clolli, S*. 
FATHBB DUitlVl As Op« Latisr to ibs Ito*. Dr. Hyde. Crown Svd, bud- 

TBB BDIMBUROH XDindM 6t Hk VtokXl bt MBIBt LODII mVBK- 
BOK. «oVoU.,demTaTo. TbiiKdliioiKwhioh li limited iai0iou>piu)l> uld 
onl* Id Selt, ilie priee of wblch maj bs Icirnsd frcm ibe BooliselJeii. Tba 
'-'- ' '"! me of one a moalb. beginning Nov. iBw- 



ml* Id Selt, 



STSUTT (JOSE PU). -THE SPORTS AND tA^ITlMES OF THE 

PEOPLB OF IHQLUID; inclndinv tlis Raral ud Domeilic Kecmiloni, liij 



Partiali.ind Efaciimllai of Iba Uint Id " Cullivei'i Traveta." Ci 
OULLIVBR'B TBAYELB, and 1 TALK OF A TUB. Poi t 
JOMlTHAl lBWIrTiASr n dy. BTl.CHuaTo.C i. Cowng 

SWINBUHNE (ALGERNON C), WORKS BY 




XAINE'S HIST5RV of ENGUSH UTERATORE. translatad by 
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TAYLOR (BATARD).— DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB : Bnr- 

lesquei of Modern Wntera. hoM 8vo, cloth limp. *4m» 

TAYLOR' (TOM).— HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing '« Clancarty." 

"Jeanna Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fo3i*s Revenge." "Arkwright't 
Wife," ** Anne BoleTn," ** Plot and Passion.** Crovra Svo. cloth extra, T •. 4M. 
" The Plays may also be had separately, at le. each. 



• « 



TENNYSON (LORD) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. jBSfsiiiiGs. 

_ Po* t 8vo, portrait cover, %•• ; cloth, le. 6d» 

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sket ches by William Makipiace Thackbray. Crown 8vo» cloth extra, y». #rf. 

THAMES,.A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE. By A. sT 

Kra ussb*. With 340 IHnstrations Post 8iro. la.; cloth, la. lid. 

THIERS (ADOLFHE).~HISTORY of the CONSULATE & EMPIRE of 

FRJUIGB UHDEB aiPOLBOH. Translated by D. Forbks Campbbll and John 
S tkbb!i»g. With 36 Steel Pla t es. 12 vols., deroy 8vo. cloth e xtra, its, each. 

THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo. cl., Sa. M. ea. ; post 8vo. 4a. ea. 
THE YIOLIM-PLJLTBB. | PROOD HAI8IB. 

_ ORBSS IDI. Post 8vo, Ulnstrated boards, ila. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro- 

dnction by Allaw Cuwwiwqham, and 48 Illastrations. Post 8vo, half-bound. !>». 

THORNBURY (WALTER). WORKS BY: 

THE LIFE km GORRESTOHDBaCE OF J. H. W. tURRBR. With Illastra- 
tions in Coloon. Crow n 8vo. cloth eitra. Ta. 6 d. 

Post 8vo, illiMtrated boards. r9tu each. 
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. ^| TALES FOR THE MARIRE8. 



TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Ta. M. each. 

THE HIBTORT OF CLUBS RED CLUB LIFE IR LONDON : Anecdotes of iu 

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelriea, and Taverns. With 42 IllustraUons. 
EROLIBH ECCEMTRICB RED BCCERTRICITIEBt Stories of Delusions. Impos- 
ta res. Sporting Scen es, Eccentric Artists. T heatrical Folk. &c. 48 Illustratio ns. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. "" 

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3a. ftd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, tia. each. 
THE WAT WE LIVE ROW. I MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY. 

FRAU FROHMARR. | THE LAW D-LEA0UER8. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Xa. each. 
KEPT IR THE DARK. I THE AMERICAN SERATOR. 

THE OOLDEN LION OF QRARPBRE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. | MARION FAY. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3». Od. each: po^t Bvo. illustrated boards, Ha. each. 
LIKE SHIPS UPON T HE SEA. | MAB EL'S PROG RES S. | A N NE F URNE8S. 

TROL LOPE (t. A.).— DIA M OND CUT DI AMO ND. Pos t bvo, iiiust. bds., ia. 
TROWBRIDGE (J. T.).-FARNELL'S FOLLY. Post 8vo. board s, 2s. 
TYTLER (C. C.FRASER.). -MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. Crowi 

8vo. cloth extra. 3n. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 4m. 



TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 

rrown Bvo. cloth eitra, 3s. Ad. each; poKt Bvo, illustrated boards, 'Ja. each. 
THE BRIDE'S PASS. I BURIED DIAMONDS. 
LADY BELL. I THE BL ACKHALL GHOSTS. 

Post Bvo. illustrated bo.irds. *jm. each. 
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. t BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 

CITOYENNE JACQUELIHR DISAPPEARED. I NOBLESSE OBUOE. 

SAINT MUNGO'S CITY. | THE HU GUENOT FAMILY. 

THE MACDONALD LASS. Wit h Fro ntis piece. Cr. 8vo. do th. :l». 6d. 

ftPWARD (ALLEN), NdVEES~BY. 

^ THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN. Crown 8vo. cloth, .la. fid. : post Bvo. bds.. 9a. 
THE Prince of BAL KISTAN. Crown Svo, c'oth extra. »». «d. 

VASHTI AND ESTHER. By the Writer of -Belles "Letters in The 
" World. _ Crown Bvo, clo th extra. Ua. Od. 

ViLLARi (LINDA).-A DOUBLE BOND : A Story. Fcap. Svo, te. 
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VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.).— THE SCORPION : A Romance of Spaizu 

With a Frontispiece. Cr own Bv o . cloth ei tra. 3ii» 6<J« 

WALFORD (EDWARDTlirAA. WORKS BY. 

V V WALrO&DI OOUMTT FAKZXJBS OF THE UHRSD XfRaOOK (UM). Containinf ttie Desoent, 

Birth, Marriaee, Education. &'c. of 12,000 Heads <^ FamfliM, tbdr Heirs. Oilices, Addres!>es, 

Clubs. 8cc. Royal Kvo, doth eilt. SOs. 
WALFOBDH IHZtLniO PBSRAM lUN). Containlsff a Use ct ibm Houto of Lords. Scotch and - 

lrl»h Peers. Ac. wmo, cloth. Is. ■ 
WALFOBD'I IHEbinrtt BAEOVBTAra (UH>. Contalidiiff a List of tha Barcnett d the United 

Kin£dom, Bineranhical Notires. Addresses, Ac. jaiso, cloth, li. 
WALPOlU>-B tHTUOlO KinttKTAOB (W). Contaiainff a List of tba Knights ot tha Uafted 

KiBffdom. Biorraphtcal Notices, Addresses, Sic 331110, doth. If. 
WALFOBO'I BBtUJMtt BOVSB OF OOlOIIMril (IBM). Containing a List of an the Members of th^ 

New PaHiamrnt. their Addresses. Chihs. Sec ymo. doth , la. 
WALFOtRDB OOMPUfB raSRAOB, BABOBBTlai. naSKTAOB. A>D HOTTBB OF OOHXOHa 

(UMi Royal somo, doth, fUt ed ges. Ba . ^ 

TAIBB OF PUB ftBBAT rAMILl ii irCrown 8ro. cloth wrtra. fc. t d. 

WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con- 

tamplatiTe Man's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Inttnictiocw bow to Angle for a 
TroQt or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Cbarlbs Cotton. With Memoirs and Notes 
by Sir H a rris Nicolas, and 61 Illastrations, Crown Bro, cloth antigtie, Te. 9dm 

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY, Edited, with Introduction, by 

William M.RossKTTi. With Portrait. Cr.Svo, hand-made paper and bacliram,6 «« 

WARD (HERBERT>~MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. 

With a Map by F. S. Weller. Post 8vo. Iw.; cloth, la. 6d . 

WARNER (CHARLES DUDLEY).~A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«. 

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES L A Facsimile, with the 5^ 

Sisnatores and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. 9«* 
WABRAaT TO EXECUTE MARY QI^BR OF SCOTS. A FacEimile. indodinft 
Queen Elirabeth's Siitnature and the Great Seal, tie. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY. 

THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, l».t cloth. le. 6d. 

THE MARQUIS OF OARAB'AS« By Aaron Watson and Lxllus Wassbrmann* 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, tf e. 

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH THE POCKET SPEC* 

TROSC OPE. By F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr . 8v o. 1». ; c luth. le. 64. . 

WEBBER (BYRON).-FUN, FROUC, AND FANCY. Avlth^s Illus. 

trations by Phil May and Charles May. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, le. 

WESTALL (WILUAM). — TRUST-MONEY. Post Svo. illustrated 

boa rds, t ie. % cloth limp. Him, BJ. 

WUTSTTHOW TO PLAY SOLO. By Abraham S. Wilks and Chakles 

F. Pardon. Post Svo, cloth lirap, tie. 

WHITE (6tLSEltT).-THE NATUfiAL HISTORY dP SElSimNE: 

Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half«boqnd, Sle. 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. 

SCIENCE IE SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown Svo. cloth extra. Ye. 6d. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE OH HEAT. With Illiutrations. Crown bvo, cloth, !ls. Od. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6«. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown bvo. cloth extra, 9a. 
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With Portrait and 43 Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, clot h extra, Itle. Gd. ^ 

W ILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).-A CHILD WIDOW. Post Svo. bds . 2s. 
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 

CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With ajajjlustrations. Cr. bvo. cloth extra, 7r. 6d». 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALISTS NOTE-BOOK. Post Svo, cloth limp. 4a. 64. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, en. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerons Illnsts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.. tf e. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illnsts. Cr. Bro. la.t cl., l«.6d. 
OL IMPSES OF N AT URE. With 35 Illus tration s. C r own Sv o. cloth eitra. ««. 6*. 

WISSMANN (HERMANN VON).-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGB 

EQUATORIAL AFRICA. With 93 lUnstral^His. Demy bvo, lOe. 
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WINTER (J. S.). STORIES BT. Pou Svo, Uluirusd boudt, a*, stein 
clwb limp, a» MJ- •"!<- 

cftVAUT on. 

& WLDlUt OHI- 

H*»PV. Crown 

WOOD (H. FJ^ETECTIVE STOBIES BY. Pew s-o. b.,rc 
piMiMBKanioB MoaiLiMa imp, i eioummw of t 
WOOD (LADY).— SABIKA : A Novel. Post gyp. [Ilmt. boards. 2 



1. T*. Sal. aKh. 



, WRIGHT (THOMAS), 

■ CIXIOATIIRB HIRORT OF THE OEOiatS. WJtbjoo Cihcaluin. SquilM, M 

HItTOBT or CUIOlTgiE UD OF THE OEWTEIODB IE AB1,\lliu 



TOM, ICnyrUH*. MP PAIKTIMO. llluiiraMd hj F. 



WyMUAN (]IAROAItET).-lY FUBtATIOHS. With 13 Uiant^L. 

tioni by J. BmmiiD PmniiiHU. Cmwn tm. elalh aitim. S«. •*. 

VATES (BDIIVND), NOVELS BY. Po«ti»,iiiiutnirdb«ni>.»>.euh.~ 

* hAMO IT mr. I THE FOBLORl HOPE. I CknAVlAI. 

7AHQWILL (I-b-QHETTO TRAGEDIES. With Three Illustraiions 

bT A. 8. BoTP. ffp. gTO, plctor«eB*tr, I«. net. 

ZOLA (EBILE), NOVBI.S BY. Crown Hvo, cloih extra. 3s. 6d. each. ' 

THE MSEFiLI. TraTHlmedbrE. A, ViiiTELLi. Fonitb Edition. KeviMd. 

TRB DRSftH. Tiuslaled br Elii* Ck*si. WicbailliuiruIoDS bf Je.hniot. 

DOOnn PUOIL. Tru<l*«id by E. a. Vihtilli. Wlib Poiualiof ttaa Aucbor. 

HOBET. Tnn)Ui«i br Edhmt A. Vizitilly, 

LOUEDSa. TruuUtsd br Eihkst^VViiitillt. 

EBILE lOU: A BiDimpb;, B)> R. H. Shembd. Witb PottnlO. tllunntloo*. 
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Books in Series— roii/tnu/<<. 

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards. In. IM. each. 

Th« Old llald'i BwMtlMait. By A. ST. AVBYN. i Taken firom the Ba«mT. By II. Newbolt. 

KodMt UttU ■an. By ALAN ST. AUBVN. A Lost Seal. BvW. L. ALOem. 

■•^• a g— p«» of Bp li«» aa. M. E. Colrridgh I Dr. PalliKr'i PaUent. By (jrant Allrw. 

MY LIBRARY. Printed on laid paper. poM 8vo, half-RoxbarKtie, 9«. 64. each. 
OlUtioa aad Bnalaatkm of William Bbakapoaro t Chrlitlo Jokastoao. By Ch ar lf.s Kradh. 

By w. s. LAiwiOR. ?«fWoaaftaa. By Charles Kkai>h. 

Tho Joanal of llaasleo do Oatrla. Tlie DraoMtfe Sanyi of CbarUo Lamb. 

printad on laid paper and hf-bd., 9a. each. 
Whito'i Vataral Eutory of Bolborao. 
Oollivor'B Travola, &c. By Dean Swift. 
Playa by RiCitARD Brinsley &hrkidam. 
ABoedoftot of tiM Otnrf . By J acob LaRWOOD. 
Thoauoa't Soaaoai. itlustnited. 
Tho Aatoeral of tho Braohfkol^aUo and Thv 

Profosaor at tho BroahfaiVTable. By ol t v h k. 

Wksdrm. Hor.MP*;. 



THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post Svo. 

Tho BMayi of BUa. By Charlrs Lamb. 
KoUaiOB Omooo. Illustrated t>y G. CKUIKSHANK. 

Whku aad Oddltloo. By Thomas Hooo. With 

85 inuMnitior>s. 
Tho BarbOT'i Ohoir. By Dot tolas JbrrOLD. 
AaatTMiomy. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Tho Iploiiroaii. Arc. By Thom A<i Moore. 
Lolfh HaaVo Emmmj: Edited by E. Olher. 



the PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions of Novels, many lUastrated, crown 8to, cloth extra, 3a. 6d* each. 



By F. IH. AIjIjEN. 

Oroaa aa Oraao 
»J 

FhUlatia. 
Babylon. 
Itnuico Itorloa. 
BoehonlBf Haad. 
XaaUBhadoo. 
Tho Teati of MhoaL 
For Malnlo'i Sake. 
Tho DotU'i Die. 



Al^I^BlV. 

This Mortal OoiL 
Tho Oroat Taboo. 
Daaaroaq • Donf htor. 
Blood Boyal. 
Daehoie of Powrilaad. 
Ivaa Oroot'i Mactor- 

1>i«oo. 
The BcaUrwag . 



Br IViARV ANDERMO.'V. 

OthoUo'i Oeeapatlofl. 

By BDWIW £.. ABIVOLD. 

?hra the PhouiciaB. 

Tho Coastablo of St. Nicholas. 

By Al.AN BT. AVBVIY. 

AFollowofTrialty. 
Tho Janlor Dean 
MaiUr of 8t.B«nedict'». 

By Rer. H. 

Bod Ipidcr, 



To his 0»B Master 

In Pace of tho World. 
Orchard Damorol. 

BARINO OOCIjD. 

Bt». 



By ROBERT BARR. 

Xa a steamer Chair. | Prom Whose Bottrao. 

By FRAIVK RAMRETT. 
Tho Womaa of tho Ir»n Brace'ete. 

Ry ••BEI.LE.*' 
VashU aad Esther. 
Hlr IV. BE9AIVT dc JT. RICE. 



My UtUo Girl. 
Case of Mr. Lacraft 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Oolden Entterfly 
By CoUa's Arboor. 
Tae Moaks of Thslo; 
The Soamy Side 



The Tea Tears' Tenant. 
BeadyMoneyMortiboy. 
With Harp aad Crown. * 
Twas ia Trafklffars 

Bay. 
Tho ChaalalB of tho 

Pleot. 



By Pllr ITAI.TER RE9AIVT. 

AH Sorts aad Coadl- UBcloJack. 

- CbUdroaofOibooa. 

BeUofSLPaals. 
To OaU Hrr Mine. 
The Holy Boss. 
Arvorel of Lyoaesso. 
St. Kathoriao s by tho 

Tower. 
Verbeaa OameUla Sto- 
phaaotis. 



tloaa of Mob. 
The Captains' Boobl 
All ia a Oardoa Pair. 
Herr Paalvs. 
Tho Xtott Oato. 
Tbo World Went Very 

Well Th«B. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
The Beb*l Qaoon. 
Dorothy Forster. 

By RORERT 

Shadow of tho Sword. 
A Child of Haturo. 
H<dr of Liaae. 
Tho Martyrdom of 

Madeline. 
OodaadthoMaa. 
LoTO Mo for Srsr. 

By jr. niTCHEIil^ 

The Maor Chard. 



BITCH AN AIV. 

Annan Wat«r. 
Woman aad the Maa. 
The Mew Abolard. 
PozclOTO Maa*" 
Martorof thoMiao. 
Bod aad White He%th«r. 
Matt. I Bachcl ^ao. 

CHAPPtiE. 



By HAI^Ij CAIIVE. 

The Shadow of a CrlBM. i Tho Doeautor. 
A Soa of Hacar. I 

By IflA€I<ABBIV COBB4IV. 

Tho Bed Saltaa. | Tho Bardoa of Xsabol. 

inORT. dc FRAIVCEMCOI^r..lNfi. 

Tranaoiigratton. | From Mldaight to Mld> 

Blacksmith * Scholar. aiaht. 

The VUlago Oomody. | ToaPlay mo Fhlso. 

Ry M^IIiKIE COIjI^UVM. 



Armadale. 
After Dark. 
Mo Mame. 



Tho Froaea Doop. 
The Two Destiaios. 
Tho lAW aad tho Ladg^. 
The Haaatod HbteL 
Tho Fallea Loavoa. 
Jesobol's Daaahtor. 
Tho Blaek lobo. 
Heart and Sdeaea. 
" X Say Mo." 
Utile MoTols. 
Tho StU OoaiVR. 
ThoLogacy ofC 
A Bogae's Ufo. 
BttadLoTO. 



Basil. 

Hide aad Seek. 
Tho Dead Socrei. 
Qaeea of Hoarts. 
My MiscoUanlos. 
Tho Womaa ia Whlto. 
The Mooastooo. 
Maa aad Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. 1 
The Mew Magdalea. 

Ry UtJTTOIV COOK. 

Paal Foster's Daaghtor. 

Ry E. H. COOPER. 

Gooifory HsimiltoB. 

By V. CBCIIi COTEA. 

Two Girls oa a Bargo. 

By C. EOBBRT CRABDOCK. 

Hii Vaalshod Star. 

Ry H. N. CRELI^IN. 

Bomaacos of tho Old Seraglio. 

Ry IflATT CRl.^. 

AdToataros of a Fair BoboL 

Ry R. M, CROKER. 

A Bird of Pamaga. 



To Lot 
Oatcast of the Fooplau 



Diaaa Barringtoa. 
Proper Pride. 
A P'ODlly LikeaesB. 
Pretty Miss MoTillo. 

Ry WlIjLlA.n CVPI^BS. 

Hearts of Gold. 

Ry AliPB01Yf9E DAUDBT. 

Tho Evaagollst ; or. Port Salvation. 

By H. COI..EI9IAN DAVIBI901V* 

Mr. Sadlor-s Daaghton. 

By ERASIVIVS DAW0ON. 

The Foaatala of Tonth. 

By JA.nES BE mi^E. 

A Oastlo la Spaia. 

By .f. l^BITU BEBWENT* 

Oar Lady of Toara. | Ctovo'a Lartrs. 
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Tm Piccadilly (3/6) NovBL8—«0M/<fii«Ml. 

?tMlu« to Dpm. I UuL tnm IbMkMtar. 

Bf A. CBfVAlV BBVl^K. 

*»§ Tim af «r«|Mloaa. 

H.JKA9rNBTTK DUIVCLAIV. 



Bf Mn. ANNIB BBWABBB8. 

jLn»l«Lav«IL 

Bf «• JHAJnrilil^B VBNlf. 

WttBMitotteDMC ItlMWlMtVfiitaL 
Br PBBCIT FITZOSBAEiB. 



Bf B. B. FBANCIIil^N, 

4>n«liT0B«. I Staff or Zkava T 

▲ Doff^Md hto lluidvw. |Eo»Mar~ 



▲ K«fiQu«&. I Jack Doyto's : 

Prrr.br Mr BABTI^ FBBBB. 



Br BDWABB OABBBTT. 

?lMOap«10MB. 

Bt PAIJI. OAIJIiOT* 

?lMl«4 BUrto. 

Br CnABUBB GIBBOIV. 

Ony. lllMCMdMilluifl. 

I^oviBffftDrauB. I 

Br B. OEtANTII^IiB. 

9h« Lost H«lrMi. I Th« Fonlekar. | 

▲ rUr Colonist. | 

Hj B. J. OOOBIflAN. 

mw Fato of HortMit Wayno. 

Br €!E€IIi OBIFFITII. 

CorlBthla Maraiioia. 

By AVBIVEY GBUNBV. 

Tho Days of hli Vaalty. 

Br TIIOIVIAS HABDY. 

Vador tho Oroeawood TTm. 

Br BBET IIABTE. 

JL Waif of the Plataa. Boay. 
A. Ward of tho Ooldm 
Oato. 

▲ Sappho of Orooa 
Bpringi. 

Col. Starbottlo'i CUoat. 

Br Jl^I^IAN HAIVTIIOBIVB. 

«arth. 

Xlllc* QaeatlB. 
Bebaotun Btromt. 



of Jack 



BalbrDowi. 
A Prot6ffe« 

SamUai. 
BolMUngor of Aagol't. 
Clarooeo. 



Beatrix Randolph. 
Darid PolBdeztor'i Hit- 

appoaraaee. 
The Bpoctro of tho 

Camera 



Dnat 
Portime's FooL 

Br Sir A. 1IEI.PS. 

Ivan do Binm. 

Rr 1. IIENBEBSOIV. 

AeathaPage. 

Br O. A. HEIVTV. 

SivJub tho Jvffffl*''. I Dorothye Oonblo. 

By JOIIIV Hll^Ii. 

The Common Ancestor. 

Bv iUm. IIVIVORBFOBD. 

Lady Vemer'i Flight. | The Red-Hoose Mystery. 

By Iflm. AI.FBKD IIUIVT. 

The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 

Br riJTri^lFFE IIVNE. 

Honour of Thieves. 

Br R. ASHE KIIVG. 

A Drawn Qame. 

" The Wearing of the Qrtca." 



The PiccADtLLT (3/g) Novlb emttmunL 
Br BBM^IfB I«BPBI«liBTIBB. 



Br E. I<Ylf IV lilNTON* 

IIMAI 



VadorvhiekLordT 
•^MyLoval- 




^.^ _ Bf ■• "W, I^VCY* 

CUdooBFItyM. 

Br JUSTIN fllcCABTHY. 

AFalr 



DoanaOvlxoto 
ofAAkM 



Qaost. 



no Dictator. 
Tho Oamot of a 

Br GEOBOB MAf^DOZVAIJD. 

Heather mad Bnov. | Fhaatastes. 

Br I^. T. HUCABB. 

ABoMlarofFortano. 

Bj BEBTBAm^ IBITFOBD. 

The OvB-BoaBOT. 
The Lack of Otrard 
Bidffoloy. 

Br jr. E. 91I7BBOCK. 
Maid Marlaa a^adSoUn Hood. 

By B. CHBI9TIE nUBBAY. 

A Life's AtoBMMat. 
Joseph's Coat. 
C«>aU of Flro. 
Old Blasors Hero. 
Val Straan. | Hearts. 
A Model Father. 
By the Oato of the Sea. 
A Bit of Rwaaa Hataro. 



First ForaoA Btncalar. 
Oyalc Fortaao. 
Tho Way of tho World. 
BpbMaiita'a Uttts BlrL 
Time's Rereagoa 
AWastodOr&e. 
In Direst PorlL 
Moont Doq^lr. 



Sc HERnAN. 

Paul Joaos's Alias. 



Br 

The Bishops' Bible. I 
One Traveller Retvma. | 

ByHIJmE NI8BET. 

" BaU Yp I " 

By IT. E. IVORBI8. 

Baint Ann's. 

By G. OBIVET. 

A Weird out. 

Br OVIBA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandoe. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castlemaiae'i 

Cage. 
Trlcotzln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farlae. 
A Dog of Fiandera 
Paecarel. 



Slgna. 

Prineess Hapraztae. 

Arladae. 

Rr IVIABGABET 

Gentle and Simple. 

Br JAIflES PAYIV. 



Two Uttlo Woedea 

Shoos, 
Ih a Wlater City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Raflno. 
PtolstreUo. 
A vUlage Commaao. 
BimbL 
Wanda. 

Frescoes. | Otbaar. 
Za Maromma. 
Byrlui. I OcUdoroy. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Oifsnders. 

A. PAlJIi. 



Lost Sir Masslngberd. 
LeM Black than We're 

Painted. 
A Conldeatlal Ageal 
AOrape fromaTbom. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystory of Mir- 

bridge. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Walter's Word. 
By Proxy. 



High Spirits. 
tJnder One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Olowworm Talcs. 
The Talk of tho Tovb. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash On! v. 
The Borat MUlloa. 
The Word and tho WUl. 
Bnaay Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 
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^^^^ Br m. C. «««2;^ ,j^ 

Mr SICHABD PBTCB. 
■r OHARE.KH BBAVB. 



ItlinnrTM 





Br nn. J. B. RIDDKLL. 
Br ADlBIilB BITKB. 
Br V. V. BOBINSOn. 
Sr IMtBA BC8SEI.I.. 



Br JOHK BAITKrOKBR. 



VrlBA 

Br T. W. BPBietHT. 
Br B. A. 8TBRirDjU.B. 

Bt BEBTn* moniAii. 

ProU IhUu. I Tka TioUx-rurB. 

Br Airrnoivv tbor,i.opb. 

Br FRANCES ■■ TROt.l.OPB. 

Bi IFAKT TCBQKNIBFP, A«. 

HABK TITAIIT. 

-— -,| tMt.wrwj.ty 

Br C. r. FRAHBR-XXT1.BB. 
Br 8 A BAH TYTIiKR. 



Br AI.LKN VPWABB. 

Hr B. A. riBBTei.i,v, 

Br J. a. WINTBB. 
Hr iHABOABE'T WXNMAN. 

Mr ruruuDU. 

Br E. ZOLA. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Br ARTEmCrS WABB. 
Br BOnOND ABOI7T. 
Br HAmill.TOK AIDS. 

T Gpf tJMTtiJau- I 0«U*UH^ 

Bt MABV AJLBBBT. 




Br tiBAITT A 



Br AI.AIV ST. AITBVKr, 

lUsw If rrtolu. 1 Kutaro(at.BiD>dJ(t'l 
lunlor Dhs. | to BU On MuMr, 

r BtiT. H, BABIIVG (JOVLD. 
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TwO-SHIUINO NOVBLft— com/mmoI. 

By A.VBBOaiC BIBMCB. 
Br rBEl>EBICK BOTI'B. 

tevaft Lift. I LmA. 

Bi BRBT HABTE. 

CSAlifovBlu Itorlts. I nip. I UMxm%. 

9«tei«l OoaroT. ▲ PI17IB1 of tlM Sierra*. 

Tbt LMk of iMflBff' A Waif of tk« PUtna. 

Camp. ■ A Ward of th» Ooldaa 

Ab H^m of Ktd Oof . Oota. 

By HAROI.D BRYBOEH. 

ItodoguiatBoMo. 

BrCHANAN. 
TIM MartfTdOB of 1U> 

dollM. 

Annan Water. 

Tb« Maw Abolard. 

Matt. 

The Belr of Unno. 

CAIJVE. 



By ROBERT 

Shadow of tlM Bwoxd. 
A Child of Xatsro. 
Oodaad thoMan. 
Lot* M* for Ever. 
FouloTt Manor. 
TlMllMttr o( Um MIbo 

By II.4I.1< 



TholhadowofaCrlBt. I Iho Dooastor. 

A loa of Bafar. | 

By C^MMnndrr C. 4 IVfE BOX. 
no Crvloo of tho " Blach Prineo." 
By Mm. liOVETT Vj 
DoeolTOxo Ivor. I JnUot'a 

By HAVBEIV CARRUTIf. 

Tho AdvoBtwa of Job«i. 

By AtJMTirV CliARB. 
rer tho Lovo of n Laa. 

Ry .^ra. ARCHER CE.ITE. 
yanl Ftrroll. 
Why Panl FtrroU KlUod hia Wife. 

Ry JTIACI.AREN C'ORBAN. 

Tht Cnro of Bonlc. I The Red Saltan. 
Ry €'. Alil^MTON COl.I^INH. 

Tho Bar Sinister. 

jHORT. Ac FRANCEM C^OIil.lNS. 

Swoat Anno Paco. Sweet and Twontjr. 

Tranonlfratlon. ■ Tho Villagt Comedy. 

rrooB Midnight to Mid- Ton Play mo False. 

Bifht. B!achsmlth and Scholar 

A not with Fortnne. France*. 

^y IVII^KIE COn^INS. 
Amadale. 1 My Mlacellanlei. 

After ]>arh. The Woman In White. 

No Name. I The Moonitone. 

Antonina. Man and Wife. 

Poor Miaa Fmch. 

The Fallen LoaTOO. 

Jesebel a Daof hter 

The Blach Robe. 

Heart and Science. 

- 1 Say Ho I 

The EtU Oenins. 

Little Novell. 

LegacT of Cain. 

Blind Lore. 



Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Qneen of Hearts. 
Mies or Mrs 7 
The Now MajKdalen. 
The Frosen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
Tht Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 

A locne'f Life. 1 

By M. jr. COL.QUHOI7N. 
Sroiy Inch a Soldier. 

By BUTTOrV COOK. 

X,«o. : Panl Footer s Dan^tor. 

By r. EGBERT CRABDOf^K. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Monntains. 
By .TIATT CRIin. 

Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

Ry B. .11. CROKER. 



Bird of Paaaago. 
Proper Pride. 



A Family 



Pretty Miss Nevlll. 
Diana Barrlnffton. 
••To Ut." 

Ry W. 
Hearts of Cold. 

By Al^PHONUE BAVDET, 
The Eranfoilst ; 01. Port SalTaiKin. 

By BRAfUHUS BAWHOlf. 

Ao Fountain of Tonth. 



Two-Shuxiho Novel»— con/ifi«nf. 

Ry JTAIBBlft BB U1E.I<B. 

A Caatlo la fpnin. 

Ry J. MsUlVM BBRWBIVT. 

Our Lady of Ttoan. | Clrco'a Lovura. 
Ry CHARI^Etl DICKBIffl. 

- - - - Mtfbolaa BkUoby. 



01iTor< 



hy 
Ry Df CK 



IT 

B4 



ceired 
Itackodto 

LtakhjUnh 

■UDlCMB 

SaA 
Tho Lonf 



of tkft 



»ONOTAIV. 
The 

Trached and Taksa. 

OaughtatLartl 

Wanted t 

Who VoiaoBOd Hotty 

Duncan t 
Man from Manehooter. 
A Detectivo'B TMwphs 
In tho «rip of the Uw. 

By yin, ANrVIE EBWARBES. 

A Point of Honour. ' Arehlo LovolL 

By iH. BETnA.H-EDWABBS. 

Felicia. ' Xft»y. 

By EBW. EGCs£.ESTOIV. 
Roxy 

By G. IWArVViri^B VEIVIV. 

The Now Mistress. Witness to the Deed. 

Ry PERCir PITXGSRAI.D. 

Bella DoBun. tocond Mrs. 

NoTor Forgottoa. Borunty • 

PoUy. Btroet. 

Fatal Zero. The Lady of : 

Ry P. FITZGEBAI4B and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

AI.BAIVY BE FOXB&.AIVQ17B. 

FilthyLacre. 

^y R. E. PRA!VClI<I^OIV. 



Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Qveen. 
Queen Oophetun. 

Ry HAROI.O 

Seth's Brother s Wife. 



King or Snavet 
. Romances of ths Law. 
Ropes of Band. 
A Dog and his Shadow 

EREBERICK. 

I The Lawton Girl. 



Prrt. by i»lr RARTE.E ERERE. 

Paadurang HarL 

Ry HAIIV FRItfWEI^l^ 

One of Two. 

By EDWARB 
The Capcl Olrls. 

Ry GII«RBRT 

A Strange Manuscript. 

By CUAKI.Ei9 Gl 



GARRETT. 
GACIi. 



In Ncnour 
Flower of the Forests 
The Braes of Tarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High logree. 
By Mead and Btroaak 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart s De.ight. 
Blood-Money. 



Robin Gray. 

Fancy Free. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will tho World 

Sayt 
In LoTO and War. 
For tbe King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
A Heart s Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 

Ry WII.I.IA.1I GII.RERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. | Tho Wixard of th* 
James Duke. | Mounuln. 

By EBIVBUT GI^AlVVIIil.E. 
The Lost Hehross. I The Fossiekor. 

A Fair Colonist. 

By HEUTRY GREVIE.IiE. 

A Noble Woman. I Nlkanor. 

Ry CEClli GRIEFITII. 

Corlnthia Maratioin. 

Ry HVDIVEY GRCNBV. 

Tho Days of his Vanity. 

Ry JOHN IIARBEBTOIV. 

Country Lack. 

IIa£.£.IBAY» 

ETsry-day Papon. 

By Cady BIJFFI7S HARBY. 

Paul Wyntor's SaenAce. 



Brueten's Bayou 
By ANBRE' 
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Two-Srillimo Sormis—coHtiHued, 

VMcr tlM Or*«iweo4 Ttm. 

By jr. BKBWICK HAB WOOD. 



By jrmLIAlf KAWTHOBIVB* 

Oarth. - - - 

IlllMQamia. 

ForUDM'f Foot 



Csdociuk 
ittMlfetn 



. »Hl 

DaTld PtttndntWf Dlt- 



Th« IpMtr* of the 



Sut. 

By Sir ABTHVB HBI^PS. 



By BBNBY HBBAIAIV. 

By HBABOIV Illlili. 

Zaatem tkt OottetiTt. 

Bf JOHN 0IIil4* 



By nra. CASBUBIi HOST. 

By mm. eaOBOB nOOPEB. 

^k« Hmm of Bftky. 

ByTIOHB IIOPKIIVB. 

Twlxt Lev* m4 Dtty. 

By rant. HVrfGBBFORD. 

A MaMoBanForton. I AMOaUl Btnsglo. 
In Dvnaeo TUo. ▲ Modon Olreo. 

Marrol. I iM&f TonMrt Flight. 

By nm, AliFBBB 0V1VT. 

ThonlcroA'olfodoL I lolf-OoiidoaMd. 
That Othor Forooa. | The Loadoa CaikoL 

By JEAIV INGBJLOW. 

FalodtoboFroo. 

mj wa. JAiBBSoiv. 

J|yDoadt<rif. 

By HABBIETT JAY. 

^ho Barh Oollooa. IQoooaofOoaBaaght. 

By IflABK KEBSnAW. 

Coloalal Faeto and Flctioaa. 

By B. AI»HB KING. 

A Drawn Oaai*. | Fa«loB'i flaro 
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